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The  sleeve  parted  and  the  man  went  bowling  down  the  bank.  It  was  all  Old  King  Brady  could 
do  to  maintain  his  footing.  Harry,  with  his  arm  around  the  tree,  held  on 

desperately  to  the  old  blue  coat. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

OLD  KING  BRADY  FRUSTRATES  A  CLEVER  PLOT. 

“You  are  entirely  too  late,  gentlemen,”  said  Mr.  Beau¬ 
mont,  U.  S.  Sub-Treasurer  at  New  York  City.  “You  are 
a  day  behind  the  fair.” 

This  remark  was  made  to  a  tall,  elderly  gentleman  of 
decidedly  peculiar  appearance  who  had  called  in  company 
with  a  younger  and  stylishly-dressed  man,  at  the  U.  S^ 
Sub-Treasury,  on  Wall  street. 

The  elder  man  wore  a  long  blue  coat  with  brass  buttons, 
an  old-fashioned  stock  and  stand-up  collar  and  a  large 
white  felt  hat  with  an  extraordinarily  broad  brim. 

And  this  describes  a  man  so  widely  known  that  to  men¬ 
tion  his  name  is  hardly  necessary. 

He  was  Old  King  Brady,  the  world-famous  detective, 
and  his  companion  was  Young  King  Brady,  formerly  pupil, 
now  the  partner  of  this  remarkable  man. 

“If  such  is  the  case  and  we  are  entirely  too  late,  I  can 
only  express  my  regret,  Mr.  Beaumont,”  Old  King  Brady 
replied. 

“The  call  was  sent  to  your  office  early  yesterday  morn¬ 
ing,”  continued  the  sub-treasurer.  “Your  female  partner, 
Miss  What’s-her-name,  replied  that  you  might  be  expected 
to  call  here  within  an  hour’s  time. 

“You  refer  to  Miss  Montgomery,  I  presume.” 

“Yes;  is  that  her  name?” 

“It  is,”  replied  the  old  detective  in  a  tone  which  im¬ 
plied  that  he  would  like  to  have  his  partner  called  by.  her 
proper  cognomen. 

“She  was  quite  justified  in  making  the  statement,”  he 
added.  “We  had  telephoned  her  from  Chicago  that  she 
might  expect  us  at  that  time,  but  we  were  unavoidably 
detained.” 

“Well,  it  is  all  over  now,  so  we  don’t  have  to  discuss  it,” 
said  the  sub-treasurer  with  a  resigned  air. 

But  Old  King  Brady  was  not  the  man  to  be  side-tracked 
in  any  such  fashion. 

“I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Beaumont,”  he  said,  “but 
when  the  Secret  Service  Bureau  orders  us  to  take  up  a 
case,  as  is  the  situation  in  this  instance,  we  are  obliged  to 
go  ahead  with  it.  Government  orders  must  be  obeyed,  as 
yon  a3  a  government  employee  very  well  know.” 

Mr.  Beaumont  did  know.  He  was  out  of  humor  that 
morning,  as  well  he  might  be,  seeing  that  one  of  his 


trusted  clerks  had  managed  to  get  away  with  over  a  hun¬ 
dred  thousand  dollars  of  the  sub-treasury’s  cash. 

But  his  answer  he  believed  to  be  final. 

“  Of  course  I  can  and  will  give  you  all  the  details  of  the 
case,  Mr.  Brady,”  he  said.  “But  as  death  closes  the  chap¬ 
ter  I  say  again  it  won’t  avail  you  anything.” 

“The  man  is  dead?” 

“He  is.  He  blew  his  brains  out  last  night.” 

“Indeed?  And  the  money  he  stole?” 

“Was  all  blown  in  on  cheap  mining  and  oil  stocks,  so 
the  letter  which  he  wrote  me  informs  us.” 

“I  see.  His  name?” 

“Henry  C.  Winslow.” 

“How  old  a  man  was  he?” 

“About  forty.  He  has  been  in  the  Treasury  fifteen 
years.  He  stood  high  in  society  through  his  family  con¬ 
nections,  and  being  a  bachelor  until  very  recently  his  sal¬ 
ary  was  sufficient  to  maintain  him.” 

“What  was  his  position?” 

“He  had  charge  of  all  the  Army  and  Navy  accounts.” 

“What  was  his  salary?” 

“Three  thousand  a  year.” 

“Under  what  circumstances  did  he  default?  Was  the 
money  taken  in  a  lump  sum  or  in  driblets?” 

“In  a  lump  sum.  He  made  one  wild  plunge  on  the  curb 
during  the  recent  flurry  in  stocks  and  dropped  it  all. 
Then  he  wrote  me  a  letter  confessing.  I  notified  the  gov¬ 
ernment  and  received  orders  from  the  Secret  Service  Bu¬ 
reau  to  consult  the  Bradys.” 

“And  you  were  notified  of  Mr.  Winslow’s  death  under 
what  circumstances?” 

“By  his  wife  over  the  telephone.” 

“Who  was  his  wife  before  he  married  her?” 

“Mabel  Gilmore,  the  vaudeville  actress.” 

“So.  How  long  have  they  been  married?” 

“A  couple  of  years.” 

“Did  they  live  happily  together?” 

“I  am  sure  I  don’t  know,  and  as  matters  stand  now  I 
don’t  care.” 

“Just  a  moment,  Mr.  Beaumont.  In  a  case  like  this  it 
is  surely  unwise  to  take  anything  for  granted.  May  I  ask 
if  you  have  any  positive  proof  that  Mr.  Winslow  actually 
lost  his  money  in  stocks?  Is  it  not  possible  that  you  have 
been  deceived  on  that  point?” 

The  sub-treasurer  began  to  sit  up  and  pay  attention. 

“Of  course  it  is  possible,”  he  said,  “but  I  have  no  reason 
to  doubt  the  man’s  word.” 

“I  on  the  contrary  see  every  reason  to  doubt  it.  False 
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in  one  thing',  false  in  all.  The  letter  may  be  true,  of 
course,  but  such  a  person  is  not  to  be  believed.  May  I  see 
the  letter  he  wrote  you?” 

Mr.  Beaumont  produced  it. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  give  this  letter  in  detail. 

Enough  to  say  it  was  manifestly  the  production  of  a 
snivelling  hypocrite. 

It  was  an  abject  confession  of  crime  interlarded  with 
religious  allusions.  1 

“I  don't  like  this  letter,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “It 
seems  to  me  that  you  ought  to  take  very  little  stock  in  it.” 

“And  why?  The  money  is  gone — that  is  a  cold  fact.” 

“I  am  not  alluding  to  that.  This  letter  is  a  very  care¬ 
fully  studied  production.  It  has  been  gone  over  again 
and  again,  as  anyone  can  see.” 

“Well,  I  must  say  I  can’t  see  how  you  know  that.” 

“That  is  because  your  mind  is  not  trained  on  detective 
lines.  May  I  ask  if  you  have  any  absolute  proof  that  Wins¬ 
low  is  dead?” 

Mr.  Beaumont  began  to  look  a  bit  foolish. 

“Well,  really,  Mr.  Brady,  you  hit  me  hard,”  he  said. 

“I  don’t  intend  it  that  way  at  all,  Mr.  Beaumont.  But 
facts  are  facts,  and  it  is  necessary  to  get  at  them.  I  don’t 
feel  at  all  like  taking  the  word  of  a  person  like  Mabel  Gil¬ 
more  for  so  important  a  matter.” 

“What  shall  we  do,  then?” 

“Investigate.  Have  you  the  address  of  the  Winslows? 
I  presume  you  have,  of  coursg.” 

“Certainly.  They  live  on  West  Ninety-sixth  street.” 

“Suppose  we  go  there  right  now  and  question  this" wo¬ 
man?  Perhaps  we  may  be  allowed  to  see  the  remains. 
They  should  certainly  be  identified.” 

“Mr.  Brady,  you  are  right,  I  see  now  that  I  have  been 
remiss  in  this  business.  Let  us  go.” 

“We  will  go,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“It  is  not  so  much  that  you  have  been  remiss,”  he  added, 
“as  it  is  that  you  have  acted  from  inexperience.  We  de¬ 
tectives  learn  to  take  nothing  for  granted.  By  all  means, 
let  us  go  to  this  man’s  house  and  see  how  the  case  stands.” 

And  the  sub-treasurer  consenting,  he  and  the  Bradys 
went  uptown. 

The  number  in  question  proved  to  be  a  high-toned  flat. 
■  The  Winslow  apartments  were  on  the  first  floor,  and 
when  the  detectives  and  Mr.  Beaumont  came  down  the 
block  they  saw  a  hearse  and  carriages  drawn  up  at  the 
door. 

“Why,  they  are  having  the  funeral!”  exclaimed  Mr. 
Beaumont. 

“And  you  were  not  notified?” 

“Certainly  not.” 

“I  wonder  if  it  was  in  the  papers.  Harry,  step  back  to 
the  avenue,  find  a  newsstand  and  look  in  the  different 
papers.  We  will  wait  for  you  here.” 

Young  King  Brady  departed. 

“This  begins  to  look  decidedly  suspicious,”  Mr.  Beau¬ 
mont  remarked. 

“Not  at  all,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “It  is  quite 
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natural  that  the  widow  should  prefer  a  private  funeral. 
What  we  want  is  to  get  at  the  facts.  It  won’t  be  long 
now.” 

Harry  soon  returned  with  word  that  the  funeral  notice 
was  not  to  be  found  in  any  of  the  morning  papers. 

“I  don’t  like  the  looks  of  this  thing,”  persisted  Mr. 
Beaumont. 

His  suspicions  having  been  once  aroused,  he  now  had 
become  even  more  suspicious  than  the  detectives  them¬ 
selves.  They  proceeded  to  the  house. 

The  funeral  was  in  full  progress. 

An  obsequious  undertaker  showed  them  to  seats. 

There  were  but  few  persons  present. 

A  minister  in  a  white  surplice  was  reading  the  Epis¬ 
copal  burial  service. 

The  Bradys  noticed  that  the  casket,  which  had  been 
placed  between  the  two  rooms,  was  closed. 

They  could  see  nothing  of  the  widow :  indeed,  there  was 
no  woman  in  deep  mourning. 

The  service  over,  the  clergyman  performed  the  com- 
mital  services  then  and  there  and  took  his  departure. 

The  mourners  began  to  file  out. 

“We  must  see  what  that  casket  contains,”  whispered 
the  old  detective. 

“Most  decidedly,”  assented  Mr.  Beaumont.  • 

Old  King  Brady  arose  and  approached  the  undertaker. 

“Are  you  not  going  to  open  the  casket,  sir?”  he  in¬ 
quired. 

“No,”  was  the  reply. 

“And  why?” 

“It  was  the  widow’s  request  that  it  should  not  be  done. 
I  presume  you  are  aware  that  this  is  a  case  of  suicide?” 

“I  am  perfectly  aware  of  that  fact.  The  casket,  how¬ 
ever,  must  be  opened.” 

A  tall  gentleman,  who  appeared  much  agitated,  stepped 
up. 

“So  I  say,”  he  chimed  in.  “I  am  Henry  Winslow’s 
brother.  I  have  come  all  the  way  from  Chicago  to  attend 
this  funeral.  It  is  not  right  that  I  should  be  denied  a 
chance  to  take  a  last  look  at  my  brother.” 

“I  am  only  acting  under  Mrs.  Winslow’s  orders,”  said 
the  undertaker. 

“Her  orders  don’t  go  here,”  said  Old  King  Brady 
emphatically. 

“You  seem  to  think  that  yours  do,  then,”  retorted  the 
undertaker.  “May  I  ask  who  you  are?” 

“I  am  Old  King  Brady,  the  detective,  acting  for  the 
United  States  Secret  Service  Bureau.” 

Such  of  the  mourners  who  had  lingered  now  pressed 
about  them,  attracted  by  the  controversy. 

Old  King  Brady  displayed  his  shield. 

“I  am  very  glad  you  have  interfered,  sir,”  said  the 
brother.  “This  thing  is  all  wrong.” 

Still  the  undertaker  hesitated. 

“Where  is  the  widow?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady. 

“She  is  not  even  here,”  replied  Mr.  Winslow.  “She  is 
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supposed  to  be  with  friends  in  Brooklyn,  too  much  over¬ 
came  to  attend  her  husband's  funeral.” 

“Do  you  imagine  that  such  is  actually  the  case?”  in¬ 
quired  Old  King  Brady. 

“I  know  nothing  about  the  woman,”  was  the  cold  re¬ 
sponse.  “I  never  saw  her  in  my  life.” 

‘‘Come,  come,”  said  the  old  detective.  “This  casket 
must  be  opened  right  now.  It’s  trouble  for  yours,  my 
friend,  if  yon  refuse.” 

Seeing  that  Old  King  Brady  meant  business,  the  under¬ 
taker  proceeded  to  unscrew  the  casket  lid. 

He  took  his  time  about  it. 

The  Bradvs  watched  him  in  silence. 

At  last  the  lid  was  removed. 

“Why,  that  is  not  my  brother !”  exclaimed  Mr.  Winslow. 

“Certainly  not  Henry  Winslow!”  said  Mr.  Beaumont 
emphatically. 

The  undertaker  began  to  show  alarm. 

“I  know  nothing  about  that,”  he  said.  “I  have  taken 
charge  of  the  remains  I  found  in  this  flat.” 

“A  plain  case  of  fraud,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Now, 
Mr.  Beaumont,  you  see.” 

“Indeed  you  were  right,”  cried  the  sub-treasurer. 

“You  may  consider  yourself  under  arrest,  undertaker,” 
said  the  old  detective.  “Send  away  your  hearse  and  car¬ 
riages.  Harry,  telephone  police  headquarters  and  ask 
them  to  send  officers  here.” 

And  thus,  by  his  careful  work  and  persistency,  Old  King 
Brady  had  frustrated  a  clever  plot. 

■  Kv>.*A- 
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CHAPTER  II. 

THE  BRADYS  TAKE  UP  THE  CROSBY  CASE. 

The  police  came,  the  mourners  were  dismissed  and  the 
Bradys  and  Mr.  Beaumont  took  the  undertaker  to  the 
station. 

Mr.  Ronald  Winslow,  the  brother,  went  with  them. 

Old  King  Brady  stated  his  case. 

“I  want  this  man  held  until  I  have  time  to  look  into 
this  mystery,”  he  said. 

Then  turning  to  the  undertaker,  he  added : 

“You  have  been  long  enough  in  business  to  know  your 
rights  in  a  case  like  this.  Do  you  care  to  make  a  state¬ 
ment  to  me  or  not?”  , 

“I  have  nothing  to  conceal,”  said  the  undertaker,  now 
thoroughly  alarmed  for  the  safety  of  his  license,  if  noth¬ 
ing  else. 

“Well,  is  it  talk?” 

“Yes.” 

“Who  is  that  dead  man?” 

“All  I  know  is  that  I  wa3  called  by  telephone  to  attend 
Mrs.  Window  at  that  flat.  She  said  that  her  husband 
had  dropped  dead  from  poison  and  that  I  was  to  take 

charge  of  the  funeral.” 


“Poison!”  cried  Mr.  Beaumont.  “Why,  she  told  me 
over  the  telephone  that  he  Had  blown  his  brains  out.” 

“I  don’t  think  she  wTas  quite  responsible,  sir,”  said  the 
undertaker.  “The  fact  is  each  time  I  saw  the  woman  she 
was  too  excited  to  know  very  much.” 

“I  see,”  said  Ronald  Winslow.  “This  comes  of  marry¬ 
ing  a  notorious  actress.  My  brother  must  have  been 
crazy.” 

“There  was  an  inquest,  of  course?”  asked  Old  King 
Brady.  . 

“Certainly,”  replied  the  .undertaker.  “Coroner  Brown 
conducted  it.  I  have  his  certificate.” 

“Was  there  an  autopsy?” 

“Yes.” 

“And  the  result?” 

“That  the  deceased  came  to  his  death  through  a  dose  of 
cyanide  of  potassium,”  was  the  verdict. 

The  undertaker  was  able  to  tell  no  more. 

“Am  I  to  be  locked  up?”  he  demanded. 

“If  you  cannot  get  bail  in  any  other  way  you  can  call 
on  me  and  I  will  furnish  it,”  said  Old-  King  Brady,  and 
with  the  others  he  then  withdrew’. 

Mr.  Beaumont  was  then  introduced  to  Ronald  Winslow. 

“What!  Then  you  are  the  sub-treasurer?  You  were 
my  brother’s  chief?”  the  latter  exclaimed. 

Mr.  Beaumont  assented. 

“Is  it  true  that  Henry  is  a  defaulter?”  Winslow  asked. 

“Unfortunatety,  yes.” 

“Then  that  part  is  no  lie.  I  didn’t  know  what  to 
think.” 

“Have  you  any  information  to  give  which  wall  throw 
light  on  this  matter,  Mr.  Winslow?”  demanded  Old  King 
Brady. 

“None  whatever.  I  have  seen  but  little  of  my  brother 
during  late  years.  We  were  decidedly  on  the  outs.” 

“This  matter  must  be  taken  right  in  hand,”  said  Old 
King  Brady. 

“I  should  say  so,”  replied  Mr.  Beaumont.  “Really,  Mr. 
Brady,  I  feel  quite  ashamed  of  myself,”  he  added,  drawing 
the  old  detective  to  one  side. 

“There  is  no  reason  why  you  should,  sir.  You  have 

A 

simply  made  a  mistake.  We  are  all  liable  to  that.” 

“Do  you  think  there  is  a  chance  that  Winslow  has  this 
money  intact?” 

“Yes,  I  do.” 

“Then  it  is  altogether  probable  that  he  has  made  off 
with  it  and  that  the  woman  has  gone  with  him.” 

“Was  his  life  insured?” 

“I  understand  not.  He  so  stated  to  me.  You  will  fol¬ 
low  the  matter  right  up,  Mr.  Brady?” 

“Certainly.  I  will  report  as  soon  as  I  have  anything  to 
tell.” 

“It  was  three  days  before  the  old  detective  called  upon 
the  sub-trea surer. 

“Well,”  demanded  Mr.  Beaumont  then,  “what  is  the 
word  ?” 
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“The  case  is,  if  anything,  more  mysterious  than  ever,” 
was  the  reply. 

“You  have  found  no  trace  of  Henry  Winslow?” 

“None  whatever.” 

“And  what  of  the  wife?” 

“She  has  not  been  found  either.  Her  friends  in  Brook¬ 
lyn  prove  to  be  myths.  Nobody  knows  anything  about  the 
woman.  The  last  seen  of  her  was  when  she  gave  her  final 

orders  to  the  undertaker  and  left  the  flat.” 

/ 

“And  what  about  the  undertaker?” 

“Oh,  I  had  him  discharged.  My  only  object  in  arresting 
him  was  to  force  him  to  make  a  clear  breast  of  his  part  in 
the  transaction.  He  is  quite  indifferent  to  it  all,  for  he 
got  his  pay  in  advance.” 

“What  did  you  learn  about  the  body  in  the  coffin?” 

“There  w’e  have  been  equally  unsuccessful.  The  man 
was  about  the  age  of  Winslow,  but  he  bore  no  resemblance 
to  him.” 

“Not  the  slightest.” 

“That  he  poisoned  himself  there  is  no  doubt.  My  opin¬ 
ion  is  that  the  fellow  died  in  some  cheap  Bowery  lodging- 
house  and  that  the  corpse  was  supplied  Mrs.  Winslow  by 
some  crooked  undertaker.  The  only  thing  we  succeeded  in 
ascertaining  was  the  fact  that  the  remains  were  brought 
to  the  flat  late  at  night  in  a  business  wagon.” 

“Then  practically,  Mr.  Brady,  you  have  failed?” 

“Yes,  Mr.  Beaumont;  much  as  I  regret  to  say  it,  we 
have  practically  failed.” 

Now  it  is  not  often  that  the  Bradys  have  to  record  a 
failure. 

Both  Old  King  Brady  and  Harry  felt  quite  chagrined 
about  it. 

But  months  passed,  and,  although  they  occasionally  took 
a  shy  at  the  case,  it  amounted  to  nothing. 

At  last  it  became  merely  a  matter  of  memory  and  regret. 

One  June  morning  about  a  year  later  Alice  Montgom¬ 
ery,  the  accomplished  female  partner  in  the  Brady  Detec¬ 
tive  Bureau,  upon  entering  the  offices  on  Union  Square, 
found  a  middle-aged  woman  fashionably  attired  awaiting 
her. 

“This  lady  wishes  to  see  one  of  the  firm,  Miss  Mont¬ 
gomery,”  said  the  head  clerk. 

“I  am  the  only  one  of  our  firm  in  town  at  present,”  said 
Alice,  turning  to  the  woman.  “I  expect  the  two  Mr. 
Bradys  back  from  the  West  to-morrow.” 

“I  do  not  care  to  wait,”  was  the  reply.  “If  you  are  one 
of  the  firm,  why  can  I  not  state  my  case  to  you?  It  will 
save  time.” 

“Certainly  you  can,”  replied  Alice.  “Step  into  my 
office,  please.” 

The  lady  followed  Alice  through  to  the  front  office  of 
the  suite  and  the  door  was  closed. 

“I  am  Mrs.  Sanford  Crosby,”  said  the  lady,  handing 
Alice  a  visiting  card.  “You  have  heard  of  my  husband,  1 
presume?” 

“The  rich  railroad  man?” 

“The  same.  Now,  Miss  Montgomery,  this  matter  must 


be  held  entirely  confidential.  My  husband  is  a  man  of 
large  interests,  some  of  which  might  be  endangered  if  it 
came  to  be  publicly  known  that  he  had  disappeared.” 

“This  office  is  a  perfect  mausoleum  of  such  secrets,  Mrs. 
Sanford.”  ^  ! 

“Mrs.  Crosby.” 

“Pardon  me,  Mrs.  Crosby.  YY>u  may  speak  freely. 
There  is  not  the  faintest  chance  of  your  confidence  being 
betrayed.” 

“Very  well.  Then  I  will  say  that  three  days  ago  my 
husband  disappeared  mysteriously  from  his  shooting  box 
on  Whirlwind  Lake,  in  the  Adirondacks,  and  has  not  been 
seen  or  heard  of  since.  All  there  is  to  it,  I  want  him 
found  if  living  or  his  death  proved. 

“What  were  the  attendant  circumstances?” 

“Practically  there  were  none.  All  I  know  I  have  from 
Michael  Johns,  the  keeper  of  my  husband’s  estate  up  at 
the  Lake.” 

“You  have  seen  him?  You  were  there?” 

“No,  Miss  Montgomery,  I  was  not  there.  Johns  has 
written  me.  He  is  a  very  reliable  man.” 

“Have  you  the  letter?” 

“No.  I  left  it  at  home.” 

“And  in  substance  what  did  it  say?” 

“Simply  that  Mr.  Crosby  had  disappeared.” 

“Mrs.  Crosby,  you  are  holding  something  back  from 
me.” 

“Why  do  you  say  that?” 

“My  dear  lady,  I  am  a  detective.  If  you  want  my  help, 
you  must  be  perfectly  frank.” 

“I  have  nothing  to  tell.” 

“Then  the  Bradys  cannot  undertake  your  case,”  said 
Alice,  rising. 

“Wait,  Miss  Montgomery.  Do  not  say  that.” 

“But  I  must  say  it.  Either  all  or  nothing,  Mrs.  Crosby. 
Why  was  your  husband  up  at  the  Adirondacks  alone  at 
this  season?  What  was  he  doing  when  he  disappeared? 

You  are  aware,  I  presume,  that  there  have  been  several 
mysterious -disappearances  reported  in  the  Adirondacks 
during  the  past  year.” 

“Yes,  I  know,  and  two  proved  to  be  cases  of  murder.  I 
am  very  much  concerned.” 

“Do  I  get  your  confidence  or  not?”  demanded  Alice. 

“I  have  no  time  to  waste.” 

“Then  if  I  must  expose  my  family  skeleton,”  said  Mrs. 
Crosby,  “so  be  it.  My  husbafid  has  long  been  accustomed 
to  go  on  prolonged  sprees.  Of  late,  since  he  became 
wealthy,  lie  has  made  a  strong  effort  to  break  himself  of 
the  habit  and  so  far  succeeded  that  he  no  longer  made  the 
public  spectacle  of  himself  that  he  formerly  did.  When 
he  felt  the  fit  coming  on  him  he  would  jump  on  a  train 
and  go  up  to  the  lake  and  shut  himself  in  with  Michael 
Johns.  They  got  drunk  together,  I  suppose,  and  Crosby 
would  remain  so  for  weeks  at  a  time.” 

“I  see.  Now  the  case  looks  plainer.  How  long  has  Mr.  \ 
Crosby  been  away?” 

“Three  weeks.” 
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“Do  you  suspect  Johns?” 

“No;  not  unless  they  had  a  quarrel.  Mr.  Crosby  was 
very  liberal  to  the  man,  and  I  think  Michael  was  sincerely 
fond  of  him.  But  all  that  is  for  the  Bradys  to  investi¬ 
gate.” 

“You  do  not  actually  know  that  Johns  was  in  the  habit 
of  getting  drunk  with  your  husband,  I  take  it  ?” 

‘“No,  I  can't  sav  that  I  do.” 

“Very  well,  madam,  that  is  all.” 

“Is  there  anything  to  pay  in  advance?” 

“Nothing.  I  cannot  promise  to  undertake  the  case.” 

“I  am  disappointed.  Must  I  wait  until  Mr.  Brady 
returns  ?” 

‘“Certainly.  I  can  accept  no  case  without  his  sanction. 
Besides,  I  presume  you  wish  him  to  undertake  the  case 
personally?” 

“I  certainly  do.” 

“Then  necessarily  you  will  have  to  await  his  return.” 

“Oh,  I  see.  Well,  I  suppose  it  has  to  be.”\ 

Mrs.  Sanford  Crosby  left  soon  afterward. 

Next  day  the  Bradys  came  back  to  New  York. 

As  there  was  no  Secret  Service  business  on  hand,  Old 
King  Brady  decided  to  undertake  Mrs.  Crosby’s  case  and 
he  called  on  that  lady  and  had  a  long  talk  with  her. 

He  was  interested  for  the  reason  that  several  people  of 
more  or  less  prominence  had  recently  disappeared  in  the 
Adirondack  region  during  the  year  past,  as  Alice  had 
stated  to  Mrs.  Crosby. 

One  of  these  was  a  rich  man,  the  owner  of  a  large  estate 
in  the  region. 

Some  effort  had  been  made  to  oust  him  by  a  business 
rival  who  owned  the  adjoining  estate,  this  man  trying  to 
buy  him  out. 

The  body  of  the  missing  man  was  subsequently  found 
floating  on  Whirlwind  Lake. 

Suspicion  rested  upon  his  neighbor,  but  nothing  was 
ever  proved  against  him. 

The  other  cases  need  not  be  detailed. 

Two  of  the  missing  ones  were  found  dead  in  the  lake 
with  no  marks  of  violence  upon  the  bodies. 

The  others — there  were  three — were  never  heard  of 
from  the  hour  of  their  disappearance. 

Now  all  this  had  come  to  the  notice  of  Old  King  Brady 
and  he  felt  ambitious  to  try  his  hand  at  the  mystery. 

So  on  the  day  following  the  visit  to  Mrs.  Crosby  both 
the  Bradys  and  Alice  Montgomery  started  for  Keeseville, 
New  York,  as  the  nearest  approach  to  Whirlwind  Lake 
was  from  that  town. 

Mrs.  Crosby  offered  to  telegraph  the  man  J ohns  to  come 
out  with  a  team  and  meet  the  Bradys  at  Keeseville,  but 
this  the  old  detective  declined,  stating  that  he  wished  to 
come  upon  Michael  Johns  unawares. 

At  Keeseville,  arriving  at  night,  the  detectives  put  up 
at  the  Mountain  House  and  the  following  morning  Old 
King  Brady  arranged  for  a  team,  with  the  privilege  of 
keeping  it  out  indefinitely. 


It  was  sixty  miles  to  the  lake  and  five  more  to  Mr. . 
Crosby’s  shooting  box,  they  were  told. 

Their  intention  was  to  proceed  first  to  the  house  of  one 
Marty  Titus,  a  professional  guide,  whose  services  they  had 
been  advised  to  retain,  if  possible,  he  being  a  man  who 
knew  every  inch  of  the  region  and  recommended  as  being 
reliable  in  every  respect. 

And  so  in  the  early  morning  they  started,  Harry  driving 
and  Alice  seated  beside  him  on  the  front  seat. 

No  arrangement  could  possibly  have  suited  Young  King 
Brady  better,  for,  truth  told,  Harry  had  fallen  deeply  in 
love  with  his  fair  associate. 

That  Alice  reciprocated  his  feelings  Young  King  Brady 
was  well  assured,  but  it  must  be  admitted  that  as  yet  she 
had  given  him  no  definite  encouragement  toward  marriage. 

And  such  were  the  preliminaries  attending  the  visit  of 
the  Bradys  to  Whirlwind  Lake. 


CHAPTER  III. 

THE  MIDNIGHT  ALARM. 

“What  a  perfectly  charming  country  this  is,  Harry,” 
remarked  Alice  as  they  rode  alone,  winding  up  into  a  deep 
glen  through  which  a  brawling  torrent  ran  between  two 
dark,  wooded  hills. 

“That’s  its  reputation,”  replied  Harry.  “I  am  glad  you 
have  had  the  opportunity  to  see  it.” 

“This  whole  region  is  rapidly  passing  into  the  hands  of 
a  few  people,  I  am  sorry  to  say,”  chimed  in  Old  King 
Brady,  “and  more  is  the  pity.  Its  natural  wildness  will 
be  the  sufferer,  I  am  afraid.” 

“A  man  at  the  hotel  last  night  told  me  that  a  Mr.  Tod- 
hunter  was  grabbing  up  everything  in  sight  around  Whirl¬ 
wind  Lake,”  said  Harry. 

“And  he  is  not  the  only  one,”  replied  the  old  detective. 
“By  the  way,  I  believe  it  was  he  who  was  suspected  of 
being  mixed  up  in  the  Hettrich  case — the  rich  man  who 
was  found  dead  in  the  lake,  you  will  remember.  His 
widow  finally  sold  out  to  Todhunter,  I  am  told.” 

“Very  likely  we  shall  come  in  contact  with  him.” 

“I  daresay.  I  understand,  however,  that  he  was  entirely 
freed  from  suspicion  in  the  end.” 

The  ride  was  a  tedious  one,  but  otherwise  very  agree¬ 
able.  The  scenery  grew  wilder  as  they  advanced. 

Sundown  found  them  far  up  in  the  mountains,  with 
Marty  Titus’s  house  still  some  miles  away. 

Just  before  the  last  rays  of  light  failed  they  came  in 
sight  of  the  lake  lying  far  below  them. 

It  was  certainly  a  charming  sheet  of  water. 

It  extended  back  among  the  hills  further  than  the 
Bradys  could  see. 

Here  and  there  upon  the  opposite  hillside  they  could 
see  the  twinkling  lights  of  bungalows  and  far  in  the  dis¬ 
tance  upon  the  top  of  the  highest  elevation  there  was  quite 
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a  bunch  of  them,  marking  the  site  of  the  Mt.  Kintaken 
Hotel,  a  fashionable  summer  resort. 

“Do  we  stay  at  the  hotel  or  at  Mr.  Crosby’s?”  asked 
Alice. 

“That  all  depends  upon  the  reception  we  meet  with  at 
Crosby’s,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “We  shall  go  there 
first,  after  having  a  word  with  Marty  Titus  first.” 

“Shall  you  tell  him  who  we  are?”  inquired  Harry. 

“There  is  no  other  way  if  we  wish  to  use  him  to  the 
best  advantage,”  was  the  reply.  “However,  I  shall  say 
nothing  about  it  to-night.” 

At  last  they  reached  a  small  hut,  which  from  the  de¬ 
scription  they  had  received  they  took  to  be  Titus’s. 

Old  King  Brady  got  out  and  knocked  on  the  door. 

In  a  minute  a  tall,  lanky  man  with  sandy  hair  and 
goatee  opened  the  door  and  flashed  a  lantern  in  Old  King 
Brady’s  face. 

“Waal,”  he  drawled.  “What’s  wanted?” 

“Are  you  Marty  Titus?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“Waal,  I  reckon  that’s  my  name  daytimes,  so  I  guess 
it’s  the  same  at  night,”  was  the  reply,  “and  who  be  you?” 

“I  wanted  to  inquire  the  way  to  Mr.  Crosby’s?” 

“It’s  a  straight  road.  It’s  the  next  place  you  come  to.” 

“How  far?” 

“Waal,  about  four  mile,  more  or  less,  but,  say.  Cap,  who 
do  you  expect  to  see  there,  may  I  ask?” 

“Michael  Johns.  We  know  tha,t  Mr.  Crosby  has  disap¬ 
peared.  Nothing  has  been  heard  of  him,  I  suppose  ?” 

“Not  a  dogoned  thing.  That  hain’t  the  wust  of  it.” 

“What  do  you  mean?’* 

“Mike’s  disappeared  now.” 

“So?  Since  when?” 

“Night  before  last.” 

“How  did  you  learn  this?” 

“I  was  thar.  Others  hev  been  thar.  No  Mike.” 

“There  have  been  a  number  of  mysterious  disappear¬ 
ances  around  here  of  late,  have  there  not?” 

“Quite  a  few.” 

“How  far  back  do  they  date?” 

“Waal,  the  fust  was  Joe  Taylor.  That  was  the  fourth 
er  July.” 

“Last  fourth?” 

“  Yaas.” 

“And  who  was  Joe  Taylor?” 

“Waal,  he  was  about  as  near  nothing  as  they  make  ’em.” 

“I  mean  as  to  his  business?” 

“Waal,  he  was  a  hunter;  but  seems  to  me,  boss,  you  are 
axing  an  all-fired  lot  of  questions.” 

“Right,  Marty,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “and  I  am  told 
that  you  are  a  good  man  to  answer  them.  Come  up  to 
Crosby’s  in  the  morning  and  I’ll  ask  some  more  and  pay 
for  the  answers,  too.” 

“You  want  a  guide?” 

“We  want  a  guide,  perhaps  for  a  week  or  more.  Are 
you  engaged  at  the  present  time?” 

“No,  I  hain’t  doing  nawthin’.  Our  season  hain’t  came.” 

“Will  you  come  to  me  in  the  morning?” 


c. 

“I’ll  think  it  over.  What’s  yer  name?” 

“My  name  is  Brady.” 

“Be  you  Irish?” 

“I  was  born  in  Ireland,  I  believe,  but  I  have  been  in  the 
country  so  long  that  1  almost  forget.” 

“Waal,  mebbe  I’ll  come  and  mebbe  I  won’t.  May  have 
a  call  from  Mr.  Todhunter.  Kean’t  say.” 

“Where  does  he  live?” 

“Deown  the  lake.” 

“Is  he  at  his  place  now?” 

“He’s  always  there.  He  don’t  go  away,  not  never. 
Him  and  his  wife  live  in  the  big  house  all  the  year  round. 
They  bought  the  Hettrich  place  after  Hettrich  was 
drownded.  Before  that  they  lived  in  a  camp.” 

It  was  evident  that  Marty  Titus  was  one  of  the  kind 
who  would  talk  on  indefinitely  if  he  was  given  a  chance, 
so  not  wishing  to  detain  Harry  and  Alice  any  longer.  Old 
King  Brady  returned  to  the  carriage  and  Harry  drove  on. 

“It  seems  that  this  man  Michael  Johns  has  done  the 
disappearance  act  now,”  remarked  Old  King  Brady,  and 
he  wrent  on  to  tell  of  his  interview  with  Marty  Titus. 

“That  leaves  us  all  in  the  dark,”  said  Harry,  after  he 
had  finished. 

“Yes,  and  we  shall  have  to  take  up  with  somebody  in 
order  to  get  our  points  of  beginning,”  was  the  reply. 

“Did  you  take  to  Titus,  Mr.  Brady?”  asked  Alice. 

“I  can’t  say  I  did,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “Still 
that  was  merely  my  notion.  You  can  never  tell  much 
about  such  characters.  He  may  come  in  the  morning  and 
then  we  shall  be  better  able  to  judge.” 

The  road  w7ent  winding  around  the  lake,  and  at  last  it 
descended  to  the  water’s  edge. 

Soon  afterward  the  Bradys  came  in  sight  of  a  sizable 
bungalow7  built  of  logs  standing  on  the  side  of  the  hill. 

There  was  a  little  pier  in  front  and  to  it  several  row¬ 
boats  were  moored. 

“This  is  evidently  the  Crosby  shooting  box,”  said  the 
old  detective.  “The  house  seems  dark,  which  would  bear 
out  what  Marty  Titus  said.” 

A  little  beyond  the  house  was  a  barn  right  in  the  woods. 
Harry  halted  his  team  here  and  all  got  out. 

The  barn  wTas  not  locked,  and  when  they  went  in  and 
lighted  a  lantern  which  they  found  hanging  to  a  nail  they 
discovered  three  good  horses,  a  surrey  and  a  runabout 
inside.  There  wTere  two  vacant  stalls  and  Harry  began  to 
unharness. 

■  “Aou  and  Alice  go  on  up  to  the  house,  Governor,”  he 
said.  “I  can  get  along  alone  here  all  right.” 

“I  wronder  what  we  are  going  to  do  for  supper.  Mr. 
Brady?”  remarked  Alice  as  they  walked  along.  “You 
must  be  terribly  tired.” 

“Alice,  I  wfill  confess  to  you  that  I  am  about  plaved 
out.” 

“Such  a  long  ride  must  be  hard  on  a  man  of  your  age.” 

% 

Oh,  it  is  nothing  serious.  A  good  night's  rest  will  fix 
me,  but  as  you  say  we  must  have  something  to  eat.” 

They  climbed  the  hill  and  Old  King  Brady  tried  the 


door  of  the  bungalow.  Finding  it  unfastened,  lie  walked 
in. 

'“Hello,  hello!"  he  shouted,  banging  on  the  door.  “Is 
there  anyone  here?” 

There  was  no  answer. 

“'It  is  evidently  as  Titus  said,”  remarked  the  old  detec¬ 
tive.  “We  shall  have  to  look  out  for  ourselves.” 

He  got  out  liis  flash  lantern,  and  with  Alice,  started  to 
explore. 

The  lower  floor  was  most  comfortably  furnished;  the 
bungalow  bore  every  evidence  of  being  the  property  of  a 
man  of  wealth. 

One  of  their  first  discoveries  was  that  the  house  was 
lighted  by  acetylene  gas  and  they  soon  had  the  rooms 
lit  up. 

Ascending  to  the  floor  above,  they  found  the  principal 
chamber  in  a  shocking  condition. 

Among  other  evidences  of  Mr.  Crosby’s  habits  there 
were  forty  empty  whisky  bottles  lying  around. 

A  small  room,  evidently  that  of  the  man  Johns,  was 
almost  as  bad.  In  fact,  the  whole  place  was  dirty  and 
neglected. 

“I  fancy  Johns  drinks,  too,  all  right,”  remarked  Alice. 

“Not  a  doubt  of  it,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “How 
can  men  make  such  beasts  of  themselves?  I  could  never 
understand  what  pleasure  can  be  derived  from  drinking  in 
this  way.  But  let  us  get  to  the  kitchen.  The  contents  of 
the  storeroom  interests  us  most  at'  the  present  time.” 

The  kitchen  proved  to  be  in  a  front  basement. 

There  was  no  room  behind  it,  owing  to  the  rise  of  the 
hill.  Here  Old  King  Brady  found  what  he  wanted. 

In  a  large  storeroom  was  a  plentiful  supply  of  every¬ 
thing  in  the  way  of  provisions,  and  among  other  things 
there  was  a  side  of  venison. 

“I’ll  build  a  fire,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “and  perhaps 
you  can  cook  us  up  a  supper.” 

“No,  you  won’t,”  cried  Harry,  coming  in  then.  “You 
go  upstairs  and  have  a  smoke  on  the  piazza,  Governor; 
Alice  and  I  will  attend  to  everything  here.” 

“Well,  I  believe  I  will,”  replied  the  old  detective,  “for, 
to  tell  the  truth,  I  don’t  know  that  I  was  ever  more  tired 
in  my  life.” 

Harry  soon  had  a  good  fire  going  in  the  range,  and 
Alice  got  at  work,  broiled  venison  stakes,  fried  potatoes 
and  made  a  pot  of  coffee. 

“Quite  like  housekeeping,”  Harry  remarked. 

“Something  of  that  order,”  assented  Alice,  “and  I 
know,  sir,  what  you  are  going  to  say  next.” 

“Which  is  what?” 

“That  you  would  not  object  to  having  the  housekeeping 
proposition  made  permanent.” 

“Consider  it  said  and  let  me  have  your  answer.” 

“Not  to-night,  Harry.  I  have  the  getting  up  of  a  sup¬ 
per  on  my  hands  just  now.” 

“'You  always  have  something  on  hand.  But  you  btgan 
this.  Now  I - ” 


“When  is  supper  going  to  be  ready?”  called  Old  King 
Brady  from  the  head  of  the  stairs. 

“It  is  ready  now,”  replied  Alice. 

“Cut  it  out,  Harry,”  she  added  with  a  laugh.  “No 
more  love-making  to-night.” 

They  ate  supper  in  the  kitchen. 

Alice  fixed  up  three  bedrooms  afterward  and  they  soon 
retired. 

Old  King  Brady  locked  the  doors  and  fastened  the 
windows. 

There  seemed  to  be  every  prospect  of  a  good  night’s 
rest.  But  it  was  not  to  be. 

Somewhere  between  one  and  two  o’clock  Harry  was 
awakened  by  a  sharp  knocking  on  his  door. 

“Who  is  it?”  he  exclaimed,  jumping  up  and  lighting 
the  gas. 

“It  is  I,  Hany,”  replied  Alice’s  voice.  “There  is  some¬ 
one  calling  for  help  off  on  the  lake.” 

“I’ll  be  there  in  one  second,”  replied  Harry. 

“Shall  I  wake  Mr.  Brady?” 

“No,  no  !  For  heaven  sake  let  him  sleep.  He  was  about 
used  up  and  must  not  be  disturbed.” 

“He  may  not  like  it.” 

“I’ll  bear  the  blame.” 

Alice’s  room  was  in  front  and  thus  she  heard  the  cries, 
which  had  been  several  times  repeated  before  she  aroused 
Harry. 

Young  King  Brady  hurried  on  his  clothes  and  ran  down¬ 
stairs.  He  found  the  hall  lit  up  and  the  door  open. 

Alice,  fully  dressed,  was  standing  on  the  piazza. 

“I  don’t  hear  it  now,”  she  said,,  “but  it  was  plain 
enough.” 

“Sure  you  didn’t  dream  it?” 

“I  don’t  let  my  dreams  deceive  me,  Harry.  Ah,  there 
it  goes  again !” 

“Help!  Help!  Mike!  Help!” 

The  cry  seemed  to  come  from  a  considerable  distance. 

“There  is  someone  drowning  out  there  all  right,”  said 
Harry.  “We  must  go  to  the  rescue — that’s  all!” 

“I’ll  go  with  you.” 

“As  you  like,  but  I  shall  let  Old  King  Brady  sleep. 
Come  on.” 

“Wouldn’t  it  be  just  as  well  to  take  one  of  those  guns 
hanging  on  the  deer  antlers  in  the  hall  along  with  us?” 

“Perhaps  it  would.  Get  it.  I’ll  untie  one  of  the  boats.” 

Harry  ran  down  to  the  shore. 

Again  came  the  cry. 

Whoever  it  was  seemed  to  be  trying  to  attract  the  atten¬ 
tion  of  Michael  Johns. 

Alice  came  with  the  gun  in  a  moment  and  they  pushed 
out  on  the  lake. 

“Did  you  answer?”  Alice  asked. 

“No,”  replied  Harry.  “I  believe  I’ll  call  now.” 

Just  then  the  cry  was  repeated. 

Young  King  Brady  put  his  hand  to  his  mouth  and 
shouted : 

“Help  coming!  Brace  up!” 
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There  was  no  answer. 

Young  King  Brady  pulled  in  the  direction  of  the  voice. 

It  was  a  clear  night  and  the  moon  was  just  rising. 

“Can  you  see  anything,  Alice ?”  Young  King  Brady 
asked. 

“No,  I  can’t,”  replied  Alice,  looking  around. 

“It  seems  to  me  that  I  see  a  boat  in  the  distance. 

“Where?” 

“Just  coming  around  that  wooded  point.” 

“Yes,  I  see  it  now.  Here,  take  the  glass  and  see  wThat 
you  can  make  of  it.” 

“There  are  two  men  in  the  boat,”  announced  Alice  pres¬ 
ently.  “They  seem  to  be  pulling  for  all  they  are  worth.” 

“Somebody  else  who  has  heard  the  cry,  probably.”  ^ 

“Perhaps.  I  see  the  man!” 

“Good!” 

“He  seems  to  be  clinging  to  an  overturned  boat.” 

Once  more  the  cry  was  repeated : 

“Help!  Help!  Help!” 

It  was  much  more  distinct. 

“How  far?”  demanded  Harry. 

“Less  than  two  hundred  yards,”  replied  Alice.  “He’s 
a  big  man.  I  can  see  him  very  plain  now.” 

“Are  we  nearest  or  the  others?” 

“Oh,  we  are  much  nearer.” 

“Coming,  friend!  Coming!”  shouted  Harry.  “Hold 
on  !  We’ll  get  you  all  right.” 

“Why,  here  is  something  strange !”  cried  Alice,  who  was 
still  using  the  glass. 

“What  now?”  demanded  Harry. 

“Why,  the  two  men  in  the  boat  have  cloths  over  their 
faces.  They  are  masked !” 

AIs  that  so?”  exclaimed  Harry.  “It  begins  to  look  as 
if  our  man-trappers  were  right  on  the  job.” 


CHAPTER  IY. 

'  jt 

!  THE  RESCUE  .,iY 

Harry  pulled  for  all  he  was  worth. 

The  two  masked  men  in  the  other  boat  did  the  same. 

It  was  evident  that  the  man  had  not  caught  sight  of  the 
other  boat  up  to  the  time  Harry  and  Alice  were  within 
easy  hailing  distance. 

Then  the  canoe  swinging  around,  he  saw  them. 

Instantly  he  shouted: 

“  Save  me !  Oh,  be  quick !  Save  me  from  those  murder¬ 
ing  scoundrels,  whoever  you  are !” 

“Brace  up!”  cried  Harry.  “We  are  here  to  save  you! 
Trust  us !” 

The  other  boat  came  steadily  forward. 

“Look  out,  Alice.  They’ll  shoot,  surest  thing,”  cried 
Harry,  much  alarmed. 

“Here,  you  take  the  oars,”  he  added.  “Be  careful  how 
you  step  now  !  Give  me  the  gun  !” 


As  they  changed  places,  Harry  got  a  good  look  at  the 
man  in  the  water. 

He  thought  he  had  never,  seen  so  hideous  a  face. 

Just  as  he  seated  himself  and  laid  the  gun  across  hi= 
lap  he  got  a  hail  from  the  other  boat. 

“Here,  you  two,  whoever  you  are!  Sheer  off!  Don’t 
you  touch  that  man !” 

“Sheer  off  yourself !”  shotted  Harry.  “Don’t  you  inter¬ 
fere  with  me,  you  man  afraid  to  show  his  face !” 

Harry  raised  the  gun.  His  idea  was  to  settle  the  ques¬ 
tion  as  to  whether  or  no  there  was  a  gun  in  the  other  boat 
as  soon  as  possible.  None  was  in  evidence. 

Better  still,  the  rower  began  to  slow  down. 

“That  fellow  is  a  dangerous  lunatic !”  shouted  the  other. 
“Mind  what  I  tell  you !  Don’t  you  dare  to  interfere  with 
him !” 

“Go  on  about  your  business,”  replied  Harry.  “If  you 
don’t  I’ll  shoot !” 

Alice  had  now  pulled  up  alongside  the  canoe. 

“Can  you  get  in  without  help?”  she  asked. 

“I — I  think  so,”  stammered  the  man,  “if  I  don’t  upset 
your  boat !” 

Harry  and  Alice  got  over  on  the  other  side  as  far  as 
possible  and  the  man  grabbed  the  gunwale. 

It  was  touch  and  go.  It  seemed  to  Harry  that  the  boat 
must  surely  upset,  but  the  man  finally  landed  on  the  stern 
seat. 

Meanwhile  the  other  boat  had  been  edging  in  towards 
them. 

Harry  saw  that  they  had  come  almost  within  revolver 
range. 

Suddenly  one  of  the  pair  flung  up  his  hand  and  Harry 
saw  the  glint  of  the  revolver  in  the  moonlight. 

There  was  a  flash  and  a  report. 

The  ball  struck  the  water  a  few  feet  short  of  the  beat. 

“Kill ’em!  Kill ’em !”  cried  the  rescued  man.  “They 
are  kidnappers  !  They  are  man-trappers !  They  are  mur¬ 
derers!  Shoot  ’em  as  you  would  a  pair  of  dogs!” 

Harry  flung  up  his  rifle  and  fired  over  their  heads. 

With  a  fierce  imprecation,  the  rower  turned  the  boat. 

“No  aiming  that  time!”  shouted  Young  King  Brady; 
“but  you  get  the  next  shot  in  the  head  if  you  don’t  make 
youselves  scarce !” 

“Kill  ’em  !  Kill  ’em !”  cried  the  big  man.  “Why  don’t 
you  kill  ’em?  They  tried  to  kill  me  !” 

“Take  it  easy,”  said  Young  King  Brady.  “They  are 
going  away  now.” 

The  boat  was  pulled  rapidly  away  and  in  the  end  it 
vanished  behind  the  wooded  point  around  which  it  had 
first  appeared. 

Now  at  last  Harry  had  time  to  study  his  charge. 

The  man  was  well  past  middle-age  and  very  stout. 

His  face  was  horribly  bloated.  It  was  evident  that  he 
had  been  drinking  heavily  for  a  long  time. 

He  was  in  his  shirt  and  trousers  and  was  barefooted  and 
|  bareheaded. 
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He  was  trembling  with  nervousness  and  his  jaws  chat¬ 
tered  so  that  he  could  hardly  speak. 

“They  have  gone,"  said  Harry,  laying  down  the  gun, 
“and  now,  friend,  who  might  you  be?” 

"My  name  is  Crosby,”  chattered  the  man.  “I  am  San¬ 
ford  Crosby.  Whoever  you  are,  young  man,  you  will  be 
well  rewarded  for  this.” 

Young  King  Brady  had  fully  anticipated  the  reply. 

“We  are  detectives,  Mr.  Crosby,”  he  said.  “We  arrived 
at  your  bungalow  to-night.  We  were  sent  here  by  your 
wife  to  look  you  up.” 

“So  she  thought  of  me.  Thank  heaven  you  came!  I 
should  be  dead  now  only  for  that.” 

“Who  are  those  men?” 

“That’s  what  I  don’t  know.  I  only  wish  I  did.” 

“How  came  you  in  the  water?  Did  your  canoe  upset?” 

“I  upset  it  purposely.  The  bottom  was  bored  full  of 
holes.  I  was  sinking.  It  was  the  only  thing  to  do.” 

“I  see.  Did  those  men  send  you  out  in  a  leaky  canoe?” 

“Yes.” 

“Why?”  .  "  . 

“They  wanted  to  drown  me,  I  suppose.  But  what  is 
your  name?” 

“Brady.  I  am  known  as  Young  King  Brady.” 

“Partner  of  Old  King  Brady?  I  have  heard  of  you.” 

“Yes;  and  this  is  Miss  Montgomery,  also  our  partner.” 

“Don’t  ask  me  to  tell  my  story  now,  Mr.  Brady.  Take 
me  home.  Let  my  man,  Michael  Johns,  attend  to  me.  I 
shall  surely  die  if  you  don’t.” 

“We  are  entirely  at  your  service,  Mr.  Crosby,  but  I 
must  explain  to  you  that  Michael  Johns  is  not  at  the  bun¬ 
galow.  He  also  has  disappeared.” 

“What,,  what?  Did  those  infernal  man-trappers  get 
him,  too?” 

“I  cannot  answer  that.  We  were  told  of  his  disappear¬ 
ance  by  a  man  named  Marty  Titus.” 

“I  know  him — the  guide?” 

“Yes.  He  told  us  of  Johns'  disappearance.  When  we 
reached  your  bungalow  we  found  nobody  there.” 

“Mike  may  have  gone  to  Keeseville.  I  don’t  know  what 
I  shall  do  without  his  help  to-night.  I  am  unable  to  at¬ 
tend  to  myself.  Unless  I  have  someone  to  help  me,  it 
means  pneumonia  sure.” 

“Consider  me  as  your  valet  to-night,  Mr.  Crosby.  I  shall 
be  only  too  happy  to  render  any  assistance  in  my  power.” 

Alice  said  nothing. 

The  personality  of  the  man  was  so  disgusting  to  hef 
that  she  could  scarcely  bear  to  look  at  him.  Mr.  Crosby 
now  fell  into  silence. 

His  nervous  tremblings  were  fearful  to  witness. 

Plainly  the  man  was  a  whisky  wreck. 

At  last  they  rounded  up  at  the  pier  and  Harry  had  to 
help  Mr.  Crosby  to  land. 

They  got  him  into  the  bungalow  only  with  difficulty. 

“Take  me  to  my  room/’  he  said.  “It  is  the  one  in  front 

on  the  left.” 

“That  room  is  in  pretty  bad  shape,  Mr.  Crosby,”  replied 


Harry.  “I  think  you  better  take  the  rear  room,  which  I 
was  using  to-night.” 

“No.  I  want  to  go  to  the  other.  I  have  reasons.  We 
can  clean  up  afterward.” 

“Very  well,  sir.  You  are  master  here.” 

“Can  I  do  anything  to  help?”  asked  Alice. 

“Not  a  thing,”  replied  Harry.  “You  lock  the  door. 
Then  wake  up  Old  King  Brady  and  tell  him  what  has 
occurred.  He  better  go  on  the  watch.  Those  men  may 
take  it  into  their  heads  to  come  here.” 

“Yes,”  said  Mr.  Crosby.  “Guard  the  house.  The  man- 
trappers  mean  to  kill  me.  Don’t  give  them  the  chance. 
Everything  you  do  will  be  liberally  paid  for — mind  that.” 

Harry  suspected  Mr.  Crosby’s  motive  for  insisting  upon 
being  taken  to  his  own  room  and  he  proved  to  be  correct. 

As  soon  as  the  door  was  shut  Mr.  Crosby  made  for  a  sort 
of  locker,  which  was  fitted  into  a  corner. 

Opening  this,  a  full  outfit  of  drinkables  was  revealed. 

He  seized  the  first  bottle  he  could  lay  his  hand  on,  and 
pouring  out  a  full  tumbler  of  raw  brandy,  turned  it  down. 

“Don’t  look  so  horrified,  young  man,”  he  said.  “I  know 
what  I  am  about.  I  am  going  to  shake  this  poison  stuff 
as  soon  as  possible,  but  it  can’t  be  done  in  a  moment — 
see  ?” 

“What  you  want  to  do  is  to  get  to  bed,”  replied  Harry. 

~  “If  you  will  help  me  off  with  my  clothes.  I  am  so  ner-  ‘ 
vous  I  can’t  do  a  thing.” 

Harry  helped  the  trembling  drunkard  to  undress,  and 
then  rubbing  him  off  with  coarse  towels,  of  which  there 
was  a  plentiful  supply  in  the  room,  he  got  him  into  his 
pajamas  and  put  him  to  bed. 

“Thank  goodness ! '  This  is  heaven !”  breathed  the 
wretched  man. 

“And  now,”  he  added,  “pour  me  out  another  drink  and 
I  shall  be  able  to  talk.” 

Harry  silently  obeyed.  He  would  have  cut  down  the 
dose,  but  Mr.  Crosby  would  not  have  that,  insisting  upon 
a  full  tumbler. 

Evidently  he  knew  his  own  condition,  for  he  became 
quite  calm  and  the  trembling  left  him  after  he  got  the 
liquor  down. 

“Now  I  am  ready  to  talk,  young  man,”  he  said.  “’You 
may  call  Old  King  Brady  in  if  you  wish.  He  will  want  to 
hear  what  I  have  to  say,  and  it  is  hardly  worth  while  to  go 
over  the  ground  twice.” 

Harry  went  downstairs. 

He  found  Old  King  Brady  in  the  big  lounging  room  in 
front. 

“So  we  have  got  our  man?”  said  the  old  detective. 
“This  is  certainly  quick  work.” 

“He  wants  to  see  you  now.” 

“Did  you  find  out  anything  about  him?” 

“Very  little.  He  has  just  put  away  half  a  bottle  of 
brandy  and  is  in  bed.  He  says  he  feels  better.  He  is  in  a 
horrible  condition  just  the  same.” 

“He  is  one  of  the  fools,”  said  the  old  detective^  “With 
all  his  wealth  and  his  social  standing,  why  can’t  he  learn  to 
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drink  whisky  like  a  gentleman?  But  that  is  a  thing  some 
men  can  never  do.” 

They  went  upstairs  and  entered  Mr.  Crosby’s  room. 

For  the  minute  they  thought  him  asleep,  but  he  roused 
up  at  once  and  extended  his  hand  to  Old  King  Brady. 

“I  am  very  glad  to  meet  you,  sir,”  he  said.  “I  have 
often  heard  of  your  doings,  but  I  never  imagined  I  should 
require  your  services  in  such  a  case  as  this.” 

Old  King  Brady  seated  himself  beside  the  bed. 

“Take  your  time,  Mr.  Crosby,”  he  said.  “There  is  no 
rush.  We  ^vant  to  hear  all  you  have  to  tell.” 

“It  is  not  much.  I  was  kidnaped  and  dragged  out  of 
this  house  in  the  dead  of  night.  I  was  blindfolded  and 
carried  down  the  lake,  which  is  over  twenty  miles  in 
length.  Where  I  was  taken  to  I  have  not  the  faintest 
idea.” 

“Do  you  know  in  which  direction  you  were  taken?” 

“No,  I  do  not.” 

“Well,  and  what  happened  afterward?” 

“I  was  kept  shut  up  in  a  cave.  The  only  persons  I  saw 
were  the  two  masked  men  who  chased  your  partner  to¬ 
night.  They  kept  me  supplied  with  food  and  to-night  took 
me  out  on  the  lake,  put  me  in  the  leaky  canoe  without  even 
a  paddle  and  left  me.  Of  course  they  expected  me  to 
drown.  I  suppose  they  heard  my  cries  after  I  overturned 
the  canoe  and  were  coming  to  finish  their  work  when  your 
partner  chased  them  off.” 

“And  that  is  all  you  have  to  tell?” 

“That  is  all.” 

“You  have  no  idea  who  these  two  masked  men  are?” 

“Not  the  faintest.” 

% 

“Were  no  demands  made  on  your?” 

“None  at  all.  The  men  hardly  ever  spoke.” 

“Then  you  are  at  a  loss  to  understand  why  you  were 
kidnaped?” 

“Entirely  so.  I  haven’t  the  faintest  idea.” 

Old  King  Brady  regarded  the  millionaire  in  silence  for 
some  moments. 

“Look  here,  Mr.  Crosby,”  he  said  at  last,  “this  is  a  case 
requiring  absolute  frankness,  and  you  are  keeping  the 
main  feature  back.” 

“Why,  no,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“Yes,  you  are,  my  dear  sir.  The  truth  is  you  have  been 
drinking  heavily  all  the  time  you  have  been  gone.” 

“Well,  I  admit  it.” 

“Did  you  do  this  voluntarily,  or  was  the  liquor  forced 
upon  you?”, 

“Both.  It  was  there  and  I  drank  it.  They  poured  it 
into  me  when  I  was  too  drunk  to  know  what  1  was  about, 
I  suppose.” 

“I  see.  The  intention  was  to  kill  you  that  way.  Were 
you  drunk  when  you  were  kidnaped?” 

“I  suppose  I  was.” 

“And  your  man  Michael  Johns,  was  he  drunk  that  night, 
too?” 

“Yes.” 


“You  were  drunk  when  they  put  you  in  the  canoe  to¬ 
night?” 

“Yes.” 

“Did  you  know  when  they  did  it?” 

“No,  I  did  not.  When  I  came  to  myself  I  was  sinking. 
1  was  just  in  time  when  I  overturned  the  canoe.” 

“Exactly.  Are  you  a  swimmer?” 

“I  used  to  be  a  crack  swimmer  in  my  younger  days.  I 
could  not  have  done  much  in  that  line  to-night.” 

“I  should  say  not !  Have  you  looked  at  yourself  in  the 
glass?” 

“No,  I  have  not.” 

“Then  I  advise  you  to  do  so  if  you  don’t  object.” 

“I  have  no  objection.  Am  I  looking  very  badly?”  - 

“Judge  for  yourself.  Harry,  hand  him  that  shaving 
glass  on  the  dresser.” 

“Merciful  heaven!  What  a  change!”  gasped  the  mil¬ 
lionaire  as  he  surveyed  hii  swollen,  bloated  face  in  the 
mirror. 

The  Bradys  were  silent. 

“If  I  ever  get  out  of  this  no  more  of  the  infernal  stuff 
for  mine !”  cried  Mr.  Crosby. 

Just  at  that  moment  Alice  was  heard  running  upstairs. 

She  rapped  hard  upon  the  door. 

“Mr.  Brady,  Mr.  Brady!”  she  called. 

“What  now?”  cried  the  old  detective,  jumping  up  and 
opening  the  door. 

“They  are  trying  to  set  the  house  afore !”  gasped  Alice. 
“There  is  a  big  blaze  in  the  back.” 

The  Bradv's  rushed  out  of  the  room. 

/  *. 


CHAPTER  V. 

OLD  KING  BRADY  STARTS  ON  AN  EXPLORING  TOUR. 

Hurrying  to  the  back  window,  the  Bradys  looked  out. 

It  was  as  Alice  had  said. 

A  large  pile  of  brushwood  had  been  heaped  against  the 
house  and  this  was  in  flames. 

“We  must  get  busy,”  cried  Harry,  “or  the  bungalow  is  a 
goner !” 

“Hold  on,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “You  stay  and  guard 
that  man.  Keep  cool.  Let  him  stop  in  bed  till  I  give  the 
word.  This  is  a  manifest  attempt  to  call  us  off  the  job 

and  give  the  kidnapers  a  chance  to  get  him  out  or  kill 
him.” 

“By  Jove,  I  believe  you  are  right.” 

“Hold  your  place  !  Come,  Alice  !” 

Alice  and  Old  King  Brady  rushed  downstairs. 

There  was  no  back  door  to  the  bungalow,  owing  to  the 

fact  of  its  being  built  right  up  against  the  steep,  roekv 
hillside. 

rh rowing  open  the  front  door,  Old  King  Bradv  paused 
for  a  single  instant  to  look  around. 

Then  seeing  nobody,  lie  and  Alice  hurried  to  the  rear. 


The  lire  had  made  considerable  headway. 

The  sheathing  was  already  in  flames. 

“Water,  Alice!”  cried  the  old  detective.  “You  will 
have  to  fetch  it  from  the  kitchen.  I  know  of  no  other 
place  !” 

Old  King  Brady  went  vigorously  to  work  pulling  away 
the  burning  boughs. 

Alice  came  with  the  water  in  a  moment,  and  it  "was 
dashed  against  the  weather  boards,  extinguishing  the 
flames. 

1 

And  while  Old  King  Brady  and  Alice  were  stamping 
out  the  burning  brush,  Harry  was  having  a  hot  time  of  it 
on  his  own  account. 

Having  run  back  into  the  room  and  reassured  Mr. 
Crosby,  who  he  found  out  of  bed  and  trying  to  dress,  Harry 
thought  he  would  run  down  into  the  hall  and  get  the  gun. 
which  upon  returning  he  had  laid  across  the  deer  antlers. 

He  had  scarcely  secured  it  when  a  slight  noise  on  the 
piazza  attracted  his  attention.  An  instant  later  the  two 
masked  men  he  had  seen  in  the  boat  stood  in  the  open 
doorway.  Harry  threw  the  gun  to  his  shoulder. 

Before  he  could  pull  the  trigger  a  revolver  shot  whizzed 
past  his  ear.  Instantly  he  fired.  The  gun  wras  loaded 
with'bird  shot,  as  he  afterward  learned. 

One  of  the  masks  gave  a  cry  of  pain.  Seeing  that  they 
stood  no  show,  both  took  to  their  heels. 

Harry  chased  after  them  and  let  fly  with  the  second 
barrel.  But  the  men  continued  to  run  down  the  road  and 
in  a  minute  had  vanished  in  the  darkness. 

Harry  returned  to  the  piazza  and  waited. 

Old  King  Brady  and  Alice  came  around  the  house.  v 

“Well,  did  you  see  anybody?”  demanded  the  old  detec¬ 
tive.  “I  heard  shots.” 

“Yes;  they  were  here.  I  hit  one  of  them,  I  think,  but 
all  the  same  he  got  away.” 

“The  same  parties?” 

“Same  parties.” 

“Which  way  did  they  go?” 

“Down  the  road.” 

“The  scoundrels!  They  would  have  played  the  deuce 
with  our  plans  if  we  had  not  been  on  the  alert,  but  as  it  is 
I  fancy  we  have  seen  the  last  of  them  for  to-night.” 

It  proved  so.  The  men  did  not  return. 

Morning  dawned  clear  and  cold. 

Mr.  Crosby  had  now  sunk  into  a  deep  sleep. 

Well  understanding  the  man’s  case,  Old  King  Brady 
knew  that  sleep  was  his  salvation. 

Alice  preferred  breakfast,  and  after  it  was  over  the 
detectives  held  a  council  of  war. 

“We  need  help,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “It  will  be 
several  days  before  Crosby  is  in  shape  to  be  removed. 
Meanwhile  Bis  wife  ought  to  be  telegraphed.  Probably 
we  will  be  expected  to  find  Michael  Johns  now  and  that 
mav  not  prove  to  be  such  an  easy  job  as  we  had  with  his 

boss.” 

“I  don’t  suppose  it  is  likely  that  the  man-trappers  will 
make?  anv  move  in  the  daytime,”  Harry  remarked. 


“1  should  say  that  it  was  very  unlikely,”  replied  the 
old  detective.  “And  now  I  think  the  best  will  be  for  you 
two  to  remain  here  while  I  drive  to  the  nearest  house, 
wherever  that  is.  We  ought  to  have  a  woman  here  to  look 
after  things  and  clean  up  and  a  man  to  help  us.” 

“Here  comes  the  man,”  said  Harry,  looking  up  the  road. 

Biding  towards  the  bungalow  astride  a  raw-boned  nag 
was  Marty  Titus. 

“I  had  just  as  soon  he  hadn’t  come,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “Somehow  I  have  taken  a  prejudice  against  that 
man.” 

“And  your  prejudices  are  generally  correct,”  said  Alice. 

“Shall  you  chase  him?”  demanded  Harry. 

“No  ;  since  he  is  here,  let  him  stay,  but  keep  a  sharp  eye 
on  him.  For  all  we  know,  he  might  even  be  one  of  the 
masked  men.” 

“If  you  really  think  there  is  a  chance  of  that.  Governor, 
I  shouldn’t  have  anything  to  do  with  him  if  I  was  in  your 
place.” 

“I  don’t  think  there  is  much  chance  of  it,  but  I  merely 
suggest  it.  Look  sharp.” 

Titus  dropped  off  his  horse  as  he  came  abreast  the  house. 

“Well,  boss,  you  see  I  came,”  he  said. 

“So  I  see,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “You  are  in  good 
time,  too.  Come  up  here  and  I’ll  explain.” 

Marty  Titus  ascended  the  stoop. 

“Waal,  seen  anything  of  Mike?”  he  asked. 

“No,”  replied  the  old  detective,  “but  Mr.  Crosby  is  up¬ 
stairs.” 

The  man  gave  what  appeared  to  be  a  genuine  start  of 
surprise. 

“You  don’t  mean  it!”  lie  exclaimed. 

“It  is  as  I  tell  you,”  replied  the  old  detective. 

“Waal,  say,  whar  did  you  find  him?” 

“You  will  have  to  ask  Mr‘.  Crosby  himself  for  details. 
I  have  none  to  give.” 

“Oh,  waal,  that’s  all  right.  I  only  axed.” 

“And  you  have  your  answer.  Now,  Titus,  what  are 
your  terms  ?  What  do  you  usually  get  a  day?” 

“Doll’narf.” 

“I’ll  give  you  two  and  a  half  for  every  day  you  work 
for  me.” 

“That’s  all  right.  What’s  doin’?” 

“We  have  reason  to  fear  that  these  man-trappers  may- 
make  another  attempt  to  get  Mr.  Crosby.  I  am  going  to 
look  up  some  woman  to  lend  a  hand  here.  You  are  to  stav 
and  help  guard  the  house.” 

“That’s  all  right.  You  see  I  got  my  gun.” 

“I  see.  Can  you  recommend  any  particular  woman?” 

“No,  I  can’t.  Don’t  believe  you  can  get  any,  nutner 
less  Miss  Todhunter  let’s  you  have  one  of  her  servants.” 

“I  was  thinking  of  applying  to  the  Todhunters.  How 
far  is  their  place  from  here?” 

“  ’Bout  eight  miles.” 

“I  shall  drive  there.  You  can  hitch  up  the  team  for  us. 
I  see  some  of  Mr.  Crosby’s  horses  are  in  the  barn.  Who 
has  been  feeding  them?” 
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“Waal,  1  done  that,  jest  to  be  neighborly  like.” 

“Do  it  again.  Feed  my  horses,  too.  That’s  your  first 
job.” 

“Waal,  all  right.  But  say,  boss,  before  I  begin  I  want  to 
ax  you  a  question.” 

“Out  with  it  quick.” 

“Be  you  the  notorious  Old  King  Brady,  the  detective 
what  I’ve  read  so  much  about?” 

Old  King  Brady  had  anticipated  the  question  and  had 
already  determined  to  answer  it  in  the  affirmative,  which 
he  did. 

“I  thought  so,”  drawled  Marty.  “That’s  jest  what  I 
said  to  myself.  ‘He’s  the  notorious  Old  King  Brady,  sure 
as  shootin’,  I  says.  Waal,  waal,  waal!  Jest  to  think  that 
you  should  come  up  here !” 

“Well,  here  I  am,  and  if  you  are  over  your  surprise,  per¬ 
haps  you  will  attend  to  the  horses.” 

“Waal,  all  right.  I  don’t  mind  how  you  ketched  Crosby, 
though.  I  call  it  purty  allfired  slick  work !” 

“The  horses  are  waiting  for  you,  Marty,”  said  the  old 
detective,  and  he  turned  and  went  into  the  house. 

“That  fellow  would  talk  the  legs  off  a  brass  pot,”  he 
growled.  “Look  out  for  him,  Harry.” 

“Don’t  you  worry,”  replied  Young  King  Brady,  who 
was  talking  with  Alice  in  the  hall. 

The  old  detective  now  went  upstairs  to  have  another 
look  at  Mr.  Crosby,  whom  he  found  still  asleep. 

When  the  team  was  ready  Old  King  Brady  drove  down 
the  road  the  required  eight  miles,  and,  as  it  seemed  to 
him,  at  least  two  more  into  the  bargain. 

At  last  he  saw  perched  upon  the  top  of  a  hill  perhaps 
two  hundred  feet  high  an  elegant  villa,  the  building  of 
which  and  the  laying  out  of  the  surrounding  grounds  must 
have  cost  a  large  sum. 

Clearly  this  was  the  Todhunter  place. 

The  entrance  was  between  two  pyramids  of  rough  stone, 
beyond  which  a  fine  driveway  lined  with  shrubbery  began. 

The  detective  turned  in  and  was  putting  the  horses 
along  at  a  good  trot  when  a  man  with  a  gun  suddenly 
sprang  out  from  among  the  bushes  and  confronted  him. 

“Hold  on !”  he  shouted,  raising  his  hand.  “This  is  pri¬ 
vate  property,  no  strangers  allowed  in  here.” 

“I  have  business  with  Mr.  Todhunter,”  replied  the  old 
detective,  reining  in. 

“Can’t  help  it.  You  will  have  to  turn  back.” 

“But,  my  good  man,  what  does  this  mean?  Are  you 
under  orders  to  deny  admission  to  those  who  have  busi¬ 
ness  with  your  employer?” 

“Yes.  If  you  have  business  with  Mr.  Todhunter  you 
can  tell  it  to  me.” 

“And  who  are  you?” 

“I  am  the  gatekeeper.  It’s  me  or  nothing,  boss.” 

Old  King  Brady  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket  with  the 
intention  of  giving  the  man  a  tip  and  so  accomplishing  his 
purpose. 

“Oil,  you  can't  buy  me,”  cried  the  fellow.  “If  you  have 


anything  to  say  to  Mr.  Todhunter  say  it  to  me,  otherwise 
get  out.  Is  that  plain?” 

Old  King  Brady  gave  it  up.  Clearly  the  house  of  thh 
inhospitable  man  was  not  the  place  to  seek  help. 

“How  far  to  the  next  house?”  he  asked.  “Perhaps  you 
will  tell  me  that?” 

“Which  way?” 

“Down  the  road.” 

“Hext  house  is  Crosby’s,  eight  miles.  There  is  no  one 
living  there  at  the  present  time.” 

“I  call  that  up  the  road.  I  mean  the  other  way.” 

“It’s  Meyers’s.  That’s  three  miles.” 

Old  King  Brady  turned  his  horses  and  drove  back  to 
the  road. 

“Some  insolent  newly-rich  man,”  he  said  to  himself. 
“You  can  give  such  people  money,  but  you  can’t  make 
gentlemen  of  them.  That  is  impossible.” 

He  drove  on,  and  before  he  had  gone  a  third  of  a  mile 
was  treated  to  a  surprise.  The  road  took  a  turn,  and  as 
the  old  detective  rounded  the  bend  he  saw  a  large  boat¬ 
house,  with* a  small  cottage  built  of  stone  in  fancy  style 
on  the  hillside.  A  pier  jutted  out  into  the  lake  in  front 
of  the  boathouse,  and  alongside  lay  an  elegant  steam  yacht 
of  considerable  size.  There  were  two  men  in  yachting 
costume  moving  about  the  deck.  Just  then  the  door  of 
the  cottage  opened  and  a  man  came  out. 

A 

Old  King  Brady  reined  in  and  awaited  his  approach. 

Of  course  if  the  surly  gatekeeper  was  right  about  the 
distance,  this  could  not  be  Mr.  Meyers’s  place. 

Probably  it  was  part  of  the  Todhunter  outfit.  Old  King 
Brady  thought. 

The  man,  who  had  something  of  a  seafaring  look  about 
him,  eyed  the  old  detective  curiously. 

“Good  morning,  friend,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Can 
you  tell  me  if  this  is  Mr.  Meyers’s  place  ?” 

“Further  on,  two  mile  an’  a  arf,”  replied  the  man. 

“Thanks.  That’s  a  fine  yacht  for  this  part  of  the 
world.” 

“She’s  all  right.”  * 

“May  I  ask  who  she  belongs  to?” 

“Well,  I’m  her  captain;  Mr.  Todhunter  is  the  owner.” 

“Indeed.  How  in  the  world  did  they  ever  get  her  up 
here?” 

“She  was  built  at  Troy  and  brought  up  in  sections 
and  put  together  on  the  lake.” 

“So?  Mr.  Todhunter  must  be  a  very  rich  man.” 

“He  is  worth  millions.” 

“You  live  here  all  the  year  round?” 

“Yes.  That’s  my  house.  We  stay  right  here.  I'd  like 
to  show  you  the  yacht,  sir,  but  it  is  against  orders.  Mr. 
Todhunter  is  a  very  peculiar  man.” 

“I  should  say  he  was,”  thought  Old  King  Brady  as  he 
drove  on.  “It  strikes  me  that  he  will  bear  investigating  a 
bit,  this  same  Todhunter.  I'll  see  ]iim  yet  or  know  the 
reason  why  1  can't.” 


CHAPTER  VI. 

MR.  TODHUNTER. 

As  nothing  occurred  at  the  bungalow  that  day  of  suffi¬ 
cient  importance  to  be  worth  noting,  we  may  as  well  con¬ 
tinue  to  follow  Old  King  Brady  on  his  exploring  tour 
around  Whirlwind  Lake. 

The  old  detective  drove  on.  No  sooner  had  he  left  .Mr. 
Todliunters  boathouse  behind  him  than  he  found  himself 
in  the  wilderness  again.  Everywhere  were  mountains, 
densely  wooded.  Indeed  no  cutting  seemed  to  have  been 
done  in  this  section,  and  some  of  the  trees  were  very  large. 

At  last  Old  King  Brady  came  to  the  end  of  a  high 
barbed  wire  fence,  which  he  had  been  following,  and  which 
he  assumed  marked  the  limits  of  the  Todhunter  estate. 

A  few  minutes  later  he  came  upon  a  neat  little  log 
bungalow.  On  the  lawn  in  front,  for  the  bungalow  stood 
on  level  ground,  was  a  gentleman  .wearing  a  shooting 
jacket  and  knickerbockers,  playing  with  a  large  dog. 

Old  King  Brady  pulled  up  his  team  and  the  man — he 
was  evidently  a  gentleman  and  looked  like  a  German — 
came  forward. 

“Good  morning,  sir,”  he  called.  “Is  this  Mr.  Meyers?” 

“That  is  my  name,”  was  the  reply. 

“Mine  is  Brady,”  continued  the  old  detective,’  and  he 
produced  one  of  his  professional  cards. 

“Old  King  Brady,  the  detective,”  said  Mr.  Meyers. 
“Indeed !  Pleased  to  make  your  acquaintance.  It  is  about 
time  we  had  some  good  detective  getting  busy  in  this  part 
of  the  world.” 

“You  refer  to  the  mysterious  disappearances,  I  pre¬ 
sume?”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “That  is  the  business 
which  brought  me  here.” 

“Are  you  working  on  the  Crosby  case?” 

“I  have  finished  it  so  far  as  Mr.  Crosby  himself  is  con¬ 
cerned.  I  have  Mr.  Crosby  safe  at  his  bungalow;  all  that 
there  is  left  of  him.” 

“Is  he  alive?” 

“Oh,  yes;  but  in  pretty  bad  shape.” 

“From  drink?” 

“Yes.  He  ought  to  have  a  doctor.  The  fact  is  i  am  out 
to  get  help.  He  needs  immediate  attention,  but  I  suppose 
it  would  be  impossible  to  get  a  doctor  nearer  than  Keese- 
ville.  If  you  could  recommend  some  woman  who  would 
lend  us  a  hand.” 

“I  can’t.  There  is  no  such  person  to  be  had,  but  there 
is  a  doctor  right  here.” 

“Meaning  yourself?” 

“Yes.  I  am  a  regular  practitioner,  although  I  have  not 
made  the  fact  generally  known  to  my  neighbors.  I  lost 
mv  health  in  Boston,  where  I  practiced  medicine  for  thirty 
years  and  came  here  to  build  up.” 

“You  seem  to  have  done  it  pretty  effectually.” 

“Yes;  so  long  as  I  remain  in  these  mountains  I  am  all 
right,  but  I  cannot  stay  near  salt  air  for  any  length  of 


time.  As  I  am  a  widower  and  my  children  are  all  married 
off  and  settled,  I  built  this  little  box  and  here  I  live  alone 
winter  and  summer.” 

“A  lonesome  life,  I  should  say.” 

“Well,  it  is,  but  I  am  used  to  it.  As  I  happen  to  be  a 
man  of  many  hobbies,  I  don’t  mind.  If  you  wish,  Mr. 
Brady,  I  will  go  back  to  Crosby’s  with  you  and  see  what 
can  be  done.” 

“I  should  be  most  happy,  doctor.  I  have  a  man  working 
for  me.  He  will  bring  you  back.  One  Marty  Titus,  who 
calls  himself  a  guide.  Do  you  know  anything  about  him, 
by  the  way?” 

“I  know  him  very  well.” 

“Is  he  reliable?” 

“He  is  an  idle  fellow,  no  better  and  no  worse  than  the 
rest  of  his  kind.  Just  wait  a  minute  until  I  get  my  medi¬ 
cine  case  and  tell  my  man  where  I  am  going.  He  can 
drive  over  to  Crosby’s  for  me  if  you  wish.” 

“It  is  as  you  wish,  doctor.  This  team  is  quite  at  your 
service.” 

“Very  well,  then.  I  won’t  take  my  horse  out.” 

In  a  few  minutes  Old  King  Brady  and  Dr.  Meyers  were 
on  their  way.  The  old  detective  felt  that  he  had  every 
reason  to  congratulate  himself  that  he  had  fallen  in  with 
so  intelligent  a  man.  He  freely  told  the  doctor  all  that 
had  occurred  on  the  previous  night.  The  doctor  listened 
without  much  comment. 

“This  is  a  very  serious  business,”  he  said  when  the  old 
detective  had  finished.  “I  suppose  it  will  be  my  turn  next. 
I  sleep  with  a  revolver  under  my  pillow,  a  gun  in  the 
corner  and  the  dog  you  saw  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.  If  the 
time  ever  does  come  when  these  man-trappers  try  their 
hand  on  me  someone  is  going  to  be  killed.” 

“Have  you  any  suspicions  as  to  who  these  scoundrels  are 
and  what  their  motive  may  be,  doctor?”  inquired  Old  King 
Brady. 

“I  have  my  suspicions,  yes.  We  all  have.  But  what 
does  that  amount  to  ?  As  for  the  motive,  I  thought  at  one 
time  that  I  had  fathomed  it,  but  when  it  came  to  a  fellow 
like  Joe  Taylor  following  in  the  footsteps  of  such  a  person 
as  Peter  Hettrich  it  stumped  me.” 

“Hettrich  was  a  man  of  means?” 

“Yes,  he  owned  all  the  land  which  we  are  now  passing. 

!  He  had  an  elegant  bungalow  which  stands  back  among  the 
S  hills  here.  Todhunter  has  it  all  now.  Bought  it  from  the 
!  widow,  they  say.  Hettrich  refused  to  sell.” 

“I  see,  of  course;  that  you  suspect  Todhunter,”  said  Old 
King  Brady. 

“I  certainly  did,  and  I  have  not  entirely  given  up  the 
!  notion  yet.  But  why  should  a  man  of  his  standing  want  to 
do  away  with  a  poor  mountaineer  like  Taylor?” 

“Had  they  quarreled?” 

“Not  that  ever  I  heard  of.  Joe  had  acted  as  guide  for 
Todhunter.  He  worked  for  him  right  along  in  one  capac¬ 
ity  or  another.  Todhunter  offered  a  thousand  dollars 
reward  for  the  discovery  of  his  murderers;  that  he  was 
murdered  there  is  not  the  least  doubt.” 
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“Are  you  acquainted  with  Mr.  Todhunter?” 

“Oh,  yes,  in  a  way.  He  has  tried  hard  to  buy  me  out. 
I  own  a  thousand  acres,  lie  wants  to  get  possession  of  all 
the  property  on  this  side  of  the  lake.” 

“You  are  not  on  visiting  terms  with  him,  I  judge?” 

“Nobody  is.  He  and  his  wife  live  there  alone  in  that 
elegant  house.  They  entertain  a  few  friends  from  the 
city,  but  no  stranger,  especially  no  one  living  around  here, 
is  allowed  on  the  premises  without  a  pass.” 

“  1  found  that  out.  I  first  stopped  there  to  see  if  I  could 
get  help.  I  was  turned  back  by  a  man  with  a  gun.” 

“Your  experience  is  the  same  as  that  of  everybody  else. 
No  one  but  the  mountaineers  with  whom  he  has  business 
have  ever  got  in  there  since  the  house  was  finished  and  he 
came  to  live  there  a  year  ago.  They  say  he  drinks  to  ex¬ 
cess.  That  may  be  the  cause.” 

“Has  he  no  familv?” 

“No.  There  is  only  himself  and  his  wife,  the  house¬ 
keeper  and  servants.” 

“Who  is  the  man?  Where  did  he  come  from  and  how 
did  he  make  his  money?” 

“Nobody  knows  his  history,  I  fancy.  The  story  is  that 
he  made  his  money  in  the  diamond  fields  of  South  Africa. 
He  suddenly  turned  up  here  a  year  ago.” 

“But,  doctor,  all  these  improvements  could  not  have 
been  made  in  a  year’s  time.  Look  at  that  elegant  house. 
As  I  saw  it  from  a  distance  it  seemed  to  me  that  it  must 
have  cost  a  fortune.  Then  there  is  the  steam  yacht, 
and - ” 

“Oh,  all  these  operations  have  been  going  on  for  the 
past  three  years.  Some  friend  of  Todhunter’s  had  charge 
of  everything,  I  am  told,  although  he  never  came  here. 
But  there  is  your  man  now !” 

They  had  just  come  in  sight  of  the  yacht. 

Walking  along  the  road  from  the  direction  of  the  Tod- 
hunter  place  was  a  well-dressed  gentleman.  He  was  smok¬ 
ing  a  cigar  and  had  a  collie  dog  at  his  heels. 

“And  that  is  the  great  Todhunter?”  said  Old  King 
Brady. 

“That  is  the  man,”  replied  the  doctor.  “Perhaps  he 
will  speak  to  me  and  perhaps  he  won't;  it  is  just  according 
to  how  he  feels.  If  you  want  to  be  introduced  to*  him  I 
am  willing.” 

“Try  it  on  if  you  don’t  mind.  He  evidently  sees  us.” 

“Very  well,”  replied  the  doctor,  “but  you  must  prepare 
yourself  to  be  insulted.” 

He  reined  in  as  they  drew  near  the  millionaire  and 
bowed.  Mr.  Todhunter  was  a  tall,  portly  man,  with  an 
austere  manner  and  rather  a  repulsive  face. 

Dr.  Meyers  heard  Old  King  Brady  give  a  qufer  chuckle 
as  he  took  him  in. 

“Good  morning,  Mr.  Todhunter,”  said  the  doctor. 

“Good  morning,  "  was  the  reply,  given  in  a  particularly 
supercilious  and  offensive  tone.  “Have  you  thought  over 
my  last  olfer  for  your  tract?” 

“My  tract  is  not  for  sale,  as  I  told  you.  Allow  me  to 
introduce  Mr.  Brady.  He  is  the  well-known  detective, 


Old  King  Brady.  He  is  up  here  working  on  the  Crosby 
disappearance  case.” 

Mr.  Todhunter  put  on  a  pair  of  eye-glasses  and  stared 
at  the  old  detective  without  so  much  as  bowing. 

“I  hear  that  Crosby  has  been  found,”  he  said. 

“Yes;  he  is  at  his  bungalow  now,”  replied  Old  King 
Brady. 

“Glad  of  it.  Hope  you  will  find  out  who  is  responsible 
for  his  disappearance.  As  matters  stand  we  are  none  of  us 
safe  in  our  beds.  By  the  way,  are  you  the  man  who  tried 
to  see  me  this  morning?” 

“Yes.”  : 

“What  did  you  want?” 

“Help  to  look  after  Mr.  Crosby.  YY>u  were  the  nearest 
neighbor.  I  called  to  see  if  you  could  direct  me  where  it 
could  be  found.” 

“I  don’t  allow  anyone  on  my  grounds.” 

“So  I  ascertained.” 

“But  in  a  case  like  this  I  am  willing  to  be  neighborly. 
Has  Michael  Johns  been  found?” 

“No.”  .  Tj 

“Crosby  is  in  bad  shape?” 

“Yes.”  '  .  1 

“He  drinks  too  much.  Probably  that  is  at  the  bottom 
of  the  mystery  in  his  case.  Is  it  a  nurse  you  want  ?  Some¬ 
one  to  look  after  him?” 

“That  was  it.” 

“Well,  I  can  send  one  of  my  men  up  there,  I  suppose.” 

“Don’t  trouble  yourself.  I  have  already  made  my  ar¬ 
rangements.” 

“You  have,  eh?  Then  why  the  deuce  didn’t  you  say 
so  in  the  first  place  and  save  all  this  talk?” 

Then,  without  even  saying  good  day,  Mr.  Todhunter 
turned  on  his  heel  and  walked  towards  the  pier. 

“And  that’s  your  gentleman,”  said  Dr.  Meyers.  “Fine 
specimen,  isn’t  he?  Nice  and  polite!” 

Instead  of  answering,  Old  King  Brady  took  out  a  black 
ieather  wallet  from  which  he  drew  an  unmounted  photo¬ 
graph,  apparently  a  reduction  of  one  of  imperial  size. 

“Just  take  a  look  at  that  face,  doctor,”  he  said. 

“Great  Scott!  Why,  it  is  Todhunter  himself,”  cried 
the  doctor. 

“You%ee  a  resemblance?” 

“It  is  strong.  Still  this  picture  shows  a  younger  man.” 

And  yet  you  think  it  might  be  Todhunter?” 

“I  certainly  see  a  very  strong  resemblance.  Who  is  it 
supposed  to  be  ?” 

“That  for  a  little  while  must  be  my  secret,  doctor,”  said 
Old  King  Brady;  “but  I  agree  with  you  in  thinking  that 
this  is  a  picture  of  Mr.  Todhunter,  and  no  one  else.” 

Old  King  Brady  put  the  picture  away  and  said  no  more. 

Dr.  Meyers  was  also  silent  for  some  time. 

‘"Look  here,”  he  said  at  last.  “I  don't  want  to  butt  in 
on  your  business,  but  let  me  ask  one  question.  Is  the 
original  of  that  picture  a  criminal?” 

“He  is.” 

1  hen  ii  1  was  in  your  place  1  would  lose  no  time  in 
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running  Crosby  out  of  that  house.  The  man-trappers  will 
get  him  surest  thing  if  you  don't,  and  the-chances  are  they 
will  make  hot  times  for  you,  too.” 

“You  are  doubtless  right,  doctor.  But  where  can  we 
take  him?  He  is  not  able  to  stand  on  his  feet.  Actually 
I  believe  a  Ions:  ride  would  kill  him.” 

“My  house  is  at  your  service,  but  he  would  be  no  safer 
there.  We  are  in  the  very  wildest  part  of  the  Adiron- 
dac-ks.  Beside  myself  and  Crosby,  there  is  no  one  but  a 
few  mountaineers  for  many  miles.  I  leave  out  Todhunter 
and  his  bunch,  for  I  now  believe  that  he  is  responsible  for 
all  this  man-trapping  business,  and  I  say  so  plainly.  In¬ 
deed,  so  convinced  had  I  become  that  such  was  the  case 
that  I  was  just  preparing  to  engage  rooms  at  the  Mt.  Kin- 
taken  Hotel  for  the  summer,  for  I  no  longer  feel  safe.” 

“The  hotel  is  not  open  yet?” 

“It  opens  in  a  week.” 

“Pity.  We  might  take  Crosby  there.” 

“I  can  suggest  a  place.  It  is  rough,  but  it  would  till  the 
bill.” 

“And  where  is  that?” 

“It  is  a  deserted  shooting  box  on  the  other  side  of  the 
lake.  It  was  built  by  a  New  York  man  who  died  some 
years  since.  You  could  run  him  over  after  dark  by  boat. 
They  tried  to  burn  you  out  last  night  and  they  will  try 
some  other  game  to-night,  surest  thing  you  know.” 

“We  will  think  it  over,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “If  Mr. 
Crosby  was  able  to  travel  I  should  start  for  New  York  at 
once.” 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  START  FOR  THE  DxWIS  BUNGALOW. 

Arriving  at  the  Crosby  bungalow,  Old  King  Brady  found 
everything  quiet.  Mr.  Crosby  was  still  in  bed,  but  awake. 

Dr.  Meyers  was  at  once  taken  to  his  room.  Mr.  Crosby 
was  overjoyed  when  he  learned  that  his  neighbor  was  a 
physician,  which  he  had  not  known  before. 

The  Bradys  now  retired  from  the  room  and  left  them 
alone. 

“How  have  things  been  going?”  demanded  the  old  de¬ 
tective. 

“As  well  as  they  could  go,”  replied  Harry.  “Marty 
Titus  has  worked  first  rate.  You  saw  we  had  the  room 
cleaned  up.  He  seems  a  decent  man.” 

“This  doctor  says  he  is  all  right,  so  that  is  the  time  my 
suspicions  did  not  amount  to  much.  But  to  another  mat¬ 
ter.  I  have  seen  the  great  Mr.  Todhunter  and  have  talked 
with  him.” 

“Well,  and  what  sort  of  a  man  did  you  find  him?” 

Old  King  Brady,  instead  of  answering,  took  out  the 
photograph. 

“This  is  the  sort  of  man  I  find  him,”  he  said,  holding 

it  up. 


“What!”  cried  Alice.  “You  don’t  mean  to  say  Tod- 
hunter  is  Henry  C.  Winslow?” 

“There  isn’t  the  least  doubt  about  it.” 

“Great  Scott!”  exclaimed  Harry.  “Did  he  know  you?” 

“Certainly.  I  requested  Dr.  Meyers  to  introduce  us  and 
it  was  done.” 

“Are  you  going  to  arrest  him?” 

“Easier  said  than  done,  I  fancy.  But  even  if  it  actually 
was  easy  I  should  not  do  it.  The  man  is  evidently  in  the 
control  of  millions.  The  paltry  hundred  thousand  he  stole 
wouldn’t  be  a  toothful  when  you  come  to  look  at  his  place 
and  the  improvements  about  it.  Then  he  has  a  fine  steam 
yacht  on  the  lake,  if  you  please.” 

“And  what  is  your  plan?” 

“To  put  this  man-trapping  business  up  to  him,  as  I 
believe  with  Dr.  Meyers  that  he  is  responsible  for  it.  But 
all  this  requires  thought.” 

The  appearance  of  Dr.  Meyers  cut  the  discussion  short. 

“How  much  brandy  did  you  give  that  man  this  morn¬ 
ing?”  he  abruptly  asked. 

“He  insisted  upon  drinking  nearly  a  full  bottle,”  replied 
Harry.  “I  had  to  give  it  to  him.  It  was  divided  into 
three  doses  about  half  an  hour  apart.” 

“It  will  kill  him  if  it  is  kept  up.  I  have  given  him 
medicine  and  I  have  left  directions  for  tapering  off,  which 
he  has  promised  to  follow.  If  they  are  followed  lie  will 
recover  and  will  be  on  his  feet  again  in  a  week’s  time.  I 
have  also  left  medicine  and  directions.  Unless  some  mark¬ 
ed  change  takes  place  in  his  condition  my  services  will  not 
be  required  again.” 

The  conversation  now  became  general. 

“Is  it  safe  to  take  him  across  the  lake,  doctor?”  Old 
King  Brady  asked  after  a  little. 

“I  think  so,”  was  the  reply;  “and  to  my  mind  it  will  be 
the  very  wisest  thing  you  can  do.” 

Old  King  Brady  then  explained  to  Harry  and  Alice  the 
doctor’s  plan. 

“We  will  act  upon  it,”  he  said. 

“Marty  Titus  knows  the  place  well  enough,”  said  the 
doctor,  “so  my  services  are  really  not  required,  but  if  you 
will  permit  me  I  should  like  to  go  along  with  jou,  for  I 
am  positively  afraid  for  my  own  safety.” 

“I  doubt  if  any  attack  will  be  made  on  you  while  we  are 
around  this  neighborhood,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  drily, 
“but  just  the  same  we  shall  be  delighted. to  have  your 
company,  doctor.” 

“Then  I  will  go.  Mr.  Crosby  is  anxious  to  have  me 
remain  with  him.  He  is  also  very  anxious  that  search 
shall  be  made  for  Michael  Johns.” 

“Yes,  he  spoke  to  me  about  that,”  said  Harry,  “and  I 
assured  him  that  it  should  be  done.” 

“We  will  consider  it  settled,  then,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “Do  you  have  to  go  home  first,  doctor?” 

“No.  I  told  my  man  that  I  might  remain  here  for  a 
day  or  two.  What  I  would  suggest  is  that  we  pack  up  pro¬ 
visions,  bedding  and  everything  needed  and  as  soon  as 
night  comes  make  a  si  art.  Once  we  are  located  in  the 
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Davis  bungalow,  as  the  place  is  called,  Marty  and  I  will 
take  entire  charge  of  Mr.  Crosby,  which  will  leave  you  free 
to  act.” 

And  this  arrangement  was  carried  out. 

Mr.  Crosby  highly  approved  of  the  removal.  He  ap¬ 
peared  to  be  in  mortal  terror  lest  the  man-trappers  should 
get  hold  of  him  again. 

A  few  natives  straggled  in  during  the  day.  They  had 
heard  that  Mr.  Crosby  had  been  found  and  wanted  to 
know  all  about  it. 

Harry  chased  them  away  without  giving  them  the  least 
satisfaction  beyond  the  fact  that  the  millionaire  had  been 
found.  That  some  of  them  were  spies  of  the  man-trappers 
the  Bradys  did  not  doubt. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  Mr.  Todhunter’s  yacht,  the  Fish 
Hawk,  came  sailing  up  to  the  Crosby  pier. 

“Now  we  get  it,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Good  job  we 
didn’t  pack  the  stuff  in  the  boats,  as  Marty  wanted  us  to 
do.  Not  a  word  about  the  removal.” 

“Are  we  to  be  in  on  the  interview?.”  demanded  Alice, 
“or  shall  we  get  out?” 

“We  will  all  stay  in.  Let  us  sit  down  here  on  the  piazza 
and  be  ready  for  his  nibs  when  he  copies.” 

The  yacht  did  not  come  up  to  the  pier,  but  dropped 
anchor  in  the  offing.  A  boat  was  put  out  and  into  it 
stepped  the  great  Mr.  Todhunter.  Two  men  in  yachting 
costume  pulled  him  ashore. 

The  Bradys  pretended  not  to  notice  all  this,  and  were 
talking  and  laughing  when  Mr.  Todhunter  came  up  the 
steps. 

“Good  afternoon,”  said  the  millionaire.  “I  wish  to  see 
Mr.  Crosby.” 

“That  will  not  be  possible,  Mr.  Todhunter,”  replied  Old 
King  Brady  without  rising. 

“And  why?  This  gentleman  is  my  neighbor.  He  is  in 
trouble.  I  wish  to  be  of  assistance  if  I  can.” 

“Doctor’s  orders,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“You  have  a  doctor  here?” 

“Yes.” 

“And  who,  may  I  ask?  I  was  not  aware  that  there  was 
a  physician  in  this  neighborhood.  There  has  hardly  been 
time  to  get  one  over  from  Keeseville.” 

“He  is  Dr.  Meyers.” 

“Dr.  Meyers?  Do  you  mean  Mr.  Meyers,  my  neighbor?” 

“I  mean  Dr.  Meyers,  your  neighbor.  Evidently  you  are 
not  aware  that  he  is  a  physician.” 

“I  certainly  was  not  aware  of  it.” 

Mr.  Todhunter  dropped  into  one  of  the  piazza  chairs. 

His  face  wore  a  troubled  look.  He  kept  squinting  his 
eyes  in  a- peculiar  way,  and  every  now  and  then  he  would 
glance  over  his  left  shoulder. 

Apparently  he  was  a  very  nervous  man. 

The  Bradys  kept  silent,  which  fact  seemed  to  add  to  his 
uneasiness. 

“Do  you  propose  taking  Mr.  Crosby  to  New  York?”  he 
abruptly  asked. 

“The  man  is  sick.  As  soon  as  he  is  well  he  will  decide 


for  himself  where  he  wishes  to  go,  I  have  no  doubt,”  Old 
King  Brady  replied. 

“It  would  seem  better  to  bring  him  to  my  house,”  said 
Mr.  Todhunter,  “and  I  came  here  to  tender  the  invitation 
on  behalf  of  myself  and  Mrs.  Todhunter.  He  can  be  re¬ 
moved  easily  in  my  yacht.  There  he  will  receive  every 
attention.  Here,  without  the  help  of  his  man  Johns, 
whom  I  understand  has  disappeared,  he  may  suffer  for 
want  of  proper  care.” 

“Not  the  least  danger,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  coolly 
lighting  a  cigar.  “There  are  enough  of  us  here  to  look 
after  one  sick  man.” 

“At  least  you  might  put  the  proposition  to  him?” 

“No.  The  man  is  in  my  hands.  I  shall  do  with  him  as 
I  please  until  such  time  as  he  is  able  to  do  for  himself.” 

“You  are  employed  by  his  wife,  Mr.  Brady?” 

“Yes.” 

“And  having  found  Mr.  Crosby,  you  propose  to  drop 
work  on  the  matter  of  these  man-trappers  wh^have  cre¬ 
ated  so  much  excitement  in  this  region?” 

“I  haven’t  decided  that  point.  It  can  hardly  interest 
you.  These  man-trappers  will  scarcely  be  bold  enough  to 
tackle  you,  Mr.  Todhunter,  I  fancy.” 

“Well,  I  don’t  know  about  that.  As  matters  stand  no 
one  is  safe.  You  saw  for  yourself  that  I  am  obliged  to 
keep  an  armed  guard  at  my  gate.  Of  course  I  should  have 
been  happy  to  see  you  this  morning,  but  the  man  had  his 
orders,  and  you  cannot  blame  him  for  obeying  them.” 

“Certainly  not.  I  have  not  even  criticized  his  action.” 

“Then  I  cannot  see  Mr.  Crosby?” 

“No,  sir,  and  that  is  final.” 

Mr.  Todhunter  bit  his  lip.  His  little  eyes  twitched  and 
he  looked  over  his  left  shoulder  twice. 

Suddenly  his  whole  manner  changed. 

“Come,  come,  Mr.  Brady,”  he  exclaimed,  “we  are  hold¬ 
ing  each  other  at  arms’  length,  when  there  is  not  the  least 
necessity  for  it.  Introduce  me  to  your  friends.” 

Old  King  Brady  met  him  on  this  new  tack. 

“Why,  certainly,”  he  replied.  “You  seemed  inclined  to 
hold  yourself  aloof.  I  was  willing.  If  you  want  to  be 
sociable  I  am  willing,  too.  This  gentleman  is  my  partner, 
Young  King  Brady.  This  lady  is  Miss  Montgomery,  also 
my  partner.” 

Mr.  Todhunter  shook  hands  with  Harry  in  a  fishv  way 
and  raised  his  hat  to  Alice. 

“Pleased  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  detectives  so 
famous  as  the  members  of  the  Brady  Detective  Bureau.” 
he  said.  “Miss  Montgomery,  Mrs.  Todhunter  will  proba-' 
bly  do  herself  the  pleasure  of  calling  on  you  to-morrow : 
in  the  meantime,  I  should  be  pleased  to  have  all  three  of 
you  visit  my  yacht.  She  is  not  the  finest  craft  afloat  by 
any  means,  but  I  flatter  myself  she  is  a  bit  unusual  for  an 
Adirondack  lake.  Of  course  my  house  is  open  to  you  all 
at  anv  time.” 

“We  must  decline  to  go  out  to  the  yacht,”  replied  Old 
King  Bradv  emphatically. 

The  little  eyes  twitched  some  more. 
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Twice  again  the  man  glanced  over  his  shoulder. 

“I  must  request  you  to  summon  Dr.  Meyers,' ”  he  said. 
‘*1  am  anxious  to  see  Mr.  Crosby;  at  least,  I  can  have  my 
request  denied  by  the  doctor  himself.” 

“Alice,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  ‘‘call  Dr.  Meyers,  please.” 

Alice  withdrew  and  in  a  minute  returned  with  the 
doctor. 

“Well,  Meyers,”  said  Mr.  Todhunter  familiarly,  “you 
must  be  a  precious  good  hand  at  keeping  a  secret.  I  had 
no  idea  you  were  a  doctor.” 

“I  practiced  medicine  for  thirty  years,”  was  the  reply. 
“I  am  out  of  it  now  and  I  want  to  stay  out.” 

“Don't  blame  you.  Thirty  years  is  long  enough  for  any 
man  to  put,  in  hard  work.  How  is  Crosby?” 

“He  is  a  very  sick  man.” 

“I  want  to  see  him.” 

“That  will  be  impossible,  Mr.  Todhunter.  Absolute 
quiet  is  necessary  for  him  after  the  trying  experience  he 
has  gone  through.” 

“But  what  does  he  have  to  say  for  himself.  Where  has 
he  been?  Does  he  know?  Who  carried  him  off?” 

“All  that  belongs  to  Mr.  Brady’s  department.  I  am 
merely  the  doctor.” 

“Well,  upommy  word  you  are  a  queer  bunch,”  said  Mr. 
Todhunter,  shrugging  his  shoulders. 

He  turned  abruptly,  descended  the  steps  and  put  off  in 
the  boat  to  his  yacht. 

“That  man  is  a  scoundrel!”  exclaimed  Dr.  Meyers. 

“Did  it  ever  occur  to  you  that  he  might  be  partially 
insane?”  asked  Old  King  Brady.  “Did  you  note  how  his 
eyes  twitch  and  how  constantly  he  keeps  looking  over  his 
shoulder?” 

“Indeed  I  have.  The  same  thought  has  occurred  to  me 
more  than  once.  But  be  that  as  it  may,  we  ought  to  lose 
no  time  in  getting  Mr.  Crosby  out  of  this  place.” 

“We  go  to-night,”  replied  the  old  detective. 

And  go  they  did.  As  soon  as  it  was  dark  Harry  and 
Marty  Titus  loaded  one  boat  with  bedding  and  provisions, 
of  which  Harry  took  charge. 

In  another  Mr.  Crosby  was  placed  upon  a  mattress,  with 
Dr.  Meyers  to  do  the  rowing  or  rather  sculling,  for  owing 
to  the  mattress  the  doctor  had  to  take  his  place  astern. 

Fortunatelv  there  were  three  of  the  boats,  and  in  the 
third  went  Old  King  Brady,  Alice  and  Marty  Titus,  who 
did  the  rowing,  and  this  boat  took  the  lead. 

It  was  only  five  miles  to  the  Davis  bungalow,  Marty 
assured  them,  although  the  doctor  declared  that  it  was 
nearer  seven.  The  night  was  dark  and  there  was  every 
indication  of  a  storm,  but  Marty  was  sure  he  could  find 
his  way. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

ALICE  DOE3  THE  DISAPPEARANCE  ACT. 

Marty  Titus  had  no  sooner  pulled  well  out  into  the  lake 
when  from  somewhere  in  the  distance  the  report  of  a  gun 

was  heard. 
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“What’s  that?  Someone  hunting  at  night?”  exclaimed 
Alice. 

“Not  on  your  life,”  replied  Marty.  “That  shot  was 
fired  on  our  side  of  the  lake  and  I  can’t  imagine  what  for.” 

Old  King  Brady  said  nothing.  It  occurred  to  him  that 
their  movements  might  have  been  spied  upon  and  that  the 
shot  was  a  signal  that  they  had  started.  He  got  out  the 
powerful  night  glass  which  he  usually  carries  and  swept 
the  lake  shore.  He  could  see  Mr.  Todhunter’s  place,  on 
the  mountainside.  The  big  house  was  as  brilliantly  lighted 
as  though  some  entertainment  was  in  progress.  He  could 
also  see  the  Fish  Hawk  lying  at  her  pier.  The  yacht  was 
as  brilliantly  lighted  up  as  the  house. 

“Mr.  Todhunter  seems  to  be  very  fond  of  light,”  the 
old  detective  remarked. 

“It’s  always  so,”  replied  Marty.  “He’s  got  that  there 
acetylene  gas  in  his  house  and  he  alius  works  it  fer  all  it’s 
worth.” 

“I  see  it  is  the  same  with  his  yacht.” 

“Yes.  I  believe  he  must  be  afraid  of  the  dark.” 

“Were  you  ever  up  at  his  house,  Marty?” 

“Oh,  yes;  lots  of  times.” 

“You  have  worked  for  him?” 

“Not  reg’ler.  I  have  sold  them  venison  and  bar’s  meat 
and  game  and  the  like  of  that.” 

“Ah,  then,  you  never  were  actually  in  the  house?” 

“Yep !  Many  a  time,  but  not  since  it  was  finished.” 

“He  knows  nothing,”  thought  Old  King  Brady. 

They  kept  on  in  silence  for  a  considerable  distance,  com¬ 
ing  at  last  abreast  of  two  islands,  both  heavily  wooded. 

Marty  directed  the  boat  towards  the  narrow  channel 
which  ran  between  them. 

“Hold  on  a  minute !”  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “It  is 
barely  possible  that  the  man-trappers  may  have  caught  on 
to  our  movements  and  are  laying  for  us.  These  islands 
would  be  a  beautiful  place  for  them  to  turn  the  trick.” 

“You  are  dead  right,  they  would,”  assented  Marty. 
“What’s  to  be  did?” 

“Advance  with  the  greatest  caution.  Alice,  I  must  re¬ 
quest  you  to  crouch  down  as  low  as  possible  in  the  boat.” 

Alice  obeyed  without  question.  As  the  bow  of  the  boat 
passed  out  of  the  channel  Old  King  Brady  leaned  well 
forward. 

“Why,  the  Fish  Hawk  is  just  around  the  point  here!” 
he  exclaimed.  “How  in  the  world  did  she  get  here  and 
we  not  know?” 

“She  could  have  done  it  if  she  put  her  lights  out  and 

took  the  south  channel,”  said  Marty.  “The  islands  would 

have  cut  her  off  from  view  most  all  the  way.” 

«/ 

Suddenly  there  was  a  flash  and  then  a  report. 

Something  passed  with  a  whir  over  their  heads,  striking 
the  water  a  few  feet  beyond  the  boat. 

“Upon  my  word !  They  are  firing  at  us  with  a  cannon  !” 
gasped  the  old  detective. 

“About  boat!  Quick!”  he  shouted.  “Things  are  a  little 
too  hot  for  us  here  !” 

Before  they  could  get  around  there  came  a  second  shot, 
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but  it  fell  a  few  feet  short  of  the  boat.  The  yacht  showed 
no  light  now,  not  even  the  customary  signals. 

In  a  minute  Marty  Titus  had  the  boat  back  in  the  chan¬ 
nel  and  they  felt  themselves  safe. 

“What’s  all  that  firing?”  cried  Dr.  Meyers,  who  had  just 
turned  into  the  channel. 

“Shots  from  the  yacht!”  called  Old  King  Brady. 

“Well,  well !  This  is  what  I  call  an  open  declaration  of 

war.” 

“Looks  so.  Probably  they  would  claim  that  they  did 
not  see  us.  They  seem  to  have  a  small  cannon.” 

“Yes,  and  they  are  forever  popping  it  off.  It  may  have 
been  an  accident,  of  course.” 

The  yacht  was  all  dark.” 

“Strange.  Todhunter  always  keeps  it  lit  up  nights.” 

“We  must  get  right  back.  Turn.  Well  get  together 
and  decide  what  to  do.  Tell  Mr.  Crosby  not  to  be 
alarmed.” 

“He  says  this  settles  it  in  his  mind !”  called  Dr.  Meyers. 
“He  thinks  now  that  Todhunter  is  at  the  bottom  of  this 
whole  man-trapping  business.” 

“And  so  do  I,”  returned  Old  King  Brady,  which  ended 
the  talk. 

“What  are  we  to  do,  Marty?”  inquired  the  old  detec¬ 
tive.  “Is  there  no  other  way  of  getting  across  to  the  Davis 
bungalow.” 

“We  can  pull  up  the  lake  and  strike  through  the  islands 
further  on,”  was  the  reply. 

“The  Fish  Hawk  may  be  ready  for  us  there.” 

“That’s  right;  but  it  is  either  that  or  go  back.” 

These  islands  in  Whirlwind  Lake  were  very  numerous 
at  this  point.  They  formed  a  regular  chain  about  the 
middle  of  the  lake. 

Harry  came  up  and  was  told  what  had  happened. 

Dr.  Meyers  called  out  that  Mr.  Crosby  was  entirely 
opposed  to  turning  back,  and  thought  that  they  had  better 
try  it  higher  up.  And  this  was  done. 

To  their  great  relief,  nothing  was  seen  of  the  Fish 
Hawk  when  they  came  to  the  point  where  the  yacht  should 
have  been  visible.  They  pulled  on  and  completed  their 
journey  without  further  adventure. 

Thus  the  Bradys  were  left  in  doubt  as  to  whether  the 
firing  was  intended  for  them. 

The  place  where  they  made  their  landing  was  at  the 
head  of  a  deep  cove.  Here,  well  back  from  the  water, 
stood  a  ruinous  log  bungalow  right  at  the  edge  of  the 
forest.  The  Bradys  got  Mr.  Crosby  out  and  placed  him 
in  a  steamer  chair,  which  had  been  brought  along  for  his 
use  in  Flarry’s  boat. 

“Stay  with  your  patient,  doctor,  and  we  will  go  ahead 
and  explore,”  said  the  old  detective.  “We  must  take  no 
chances  here  to-night.” 

Lantern  in  hand,  Old  King  Brady  led  the  way  to  the  big 
log  house,  Harry,  Alice  and  Marty  following. 

When  he  got  on  the  piazza  he  found  the  door  ajar. 

Rushing  it  open,  he  flashed  the  lantern  in  and  then 
immediately  drew  away  and  closed  the  door. 


“Alice,  go  back  to  the  boats,”  he  said  in  a  tone  which  -o 
impressed  Alice  that  she  returned  without  a  word. 

“What’s  the  matter?”  demanded  Marty  as  soon  as  she 
was  out  of  hearing. 

“There’s  a  corpse  in  there,”  was  the  reply. 

“Good  heavens!”  cried  Harry.  “Who  can  it  be?” 

“I  suspect  it  is  Michael  Johns,”  replied  the  old  detec¬ 
tive;  “but  Marty  will  know.” 

He  threw  the  door  back.  There,  lying  at  the  foot  of  a 
broad  winding  staircase,  lay  the  naked  body  of  a  middle- 
aged  man.  The  face  was  even  more  horribly  swelled  and 
bloated  than  Mr.  Crosby’s  had  been  when  they  found  him. 

“That’s  Mike  !”  cried  Marty.  “Gee,  he  must  have  tum¬ 
bled  downstairs  and  killed  himself  !” 

“Or  was  pushed  down  by  the  man-t^appers,”  replied 
Old  King  Brady.  “But  let  us  see.” 

He  advanced  and  carefully  examined  the  corpse.  The 
man  had  evidently  been  dead  for  several  days.  His  neck 
wa-s  broken  and  his  body  bruised  in  several  places.  They 
hurried  upstairs. 

Nowhere  was  the  bungalow  furnished  except  in  one  of 
the  back  rooms,  where  there  was  an  old  bedstead,  a  table 
and  several  chairs. 

An  empty  demijohn  stood  on  the  table  and  there  were 
other  evidences  that  the  occupant  of  the  room  had  been 
drinking  heavily.  The  bed  had  been  slept  in  and  a  man's  • 
clothes  hung  from  a  rack  of  clothes  hooks. 

Marty  declared  that  the  clothes  belonged  to  Michael 
Johns.  And  here  was  another  mystery.  Either  Johns  had 
fallen  downstairs  while  drunk,  breaking  his  neck,  or  he 
had  been  pushed  down  and  everything  carefully  arranged 
to  make  the  unfortunate  man’s  death  appear  like  an 
accident. 

* 

“We  shall  never  know  the  truth  about  this  affair,”,  said 
the  old  detective.  “Meanwhile  we  better  not  tell  Mr. 
Crosby.  Harry,  get  back  to  the  boats  and  say  that  we  have 
to  clean  up  a  bit  before  Mr.  Crosby  is  brought  up.” 

The  old  detective  and  Marty  then  carried  the  corpse 
into  one  of  the  rooms  on  the  lower  floor  and  the  door  of 
the  room  upstairs  was  locked. 

Mr.  Crosby  was  then  brought  up  and  made  as  comforta¬ 
ble  as  possible.  After  everything  had  been  arranged  Alice 
was  told  what  had  happened  and  was  sent  to  take  the 
doctor’s  place  at  Mr.  Crosby’s  bedside,  for  it  was  thought 
best  to  keep  a  watch  on  him  for  a  little  while. 

Old  King  Brady  then  took  Mr.  Meyers  into  the  room 
and  showed  him  the  corpse.  But  the  doctor  was  unable  to 
state  whether  death  came  by  accident  or  design. 

“M  e  are  in  trouble  now,  I  suppose,”  said  the  old  detec¬ 
tive.  “We  shall  have  to  call  a  coroner.” 

“No,”  replied  the  doctor.  “Fortunately  not.  I  am  the 
coroner  for  this  district.” 

Good  enough !  I  hen  we  can  dispose  of  this  corpse 
without  delav.” 

\  os.  \  ou  throe  can  be  the  jury.  I’ll  hold  the  inquest 

right  now.” 


This  was  dene  and  the  verdict  was  an  open  one  in  ac¬ 
cordance  with  the  facts. 

Before  midnight  they  had  Michael  Johns  buried  at  the 
edge  of  the  woods  and  his  grave  carefully  marked. 

“Xow,  not  a  word  of  this  to  anyone/’  said  the  old  detec¬ 
tive,  ‘‘and  we  will  see  what  Mr.  Todhunter  has  to  say  of  it 
when  we  next  meet  him.” 

The  doctor  relieved  Alice  and  Old  King  Brady,  going  on 
guard.  Harry  and  Marty  Titus  returned  for  more  furni¬ 
ture,  stringing  the  boats  together  and  both  going  in  the 
first  one. 

Alice  and  the  doctor  had  to  be  looked  out  for.  As  for 
the  Bradys,  the  soft  side  of  a  plank  had  too  often  served 
them  as  a  bed  to  make  them  care  much  how  or  where  they 
slept.  On  the  trip  over  nothing  was  seen  of  the  Fish 
Hawk,  but  on  their  return  they  caught  sight  of  the  yacht 
steaming  away  from  the  vicinity  of  the  Davis  bungalow. 

As  when  seen  off  the  islands,  she  did  not  have  even 
signal  lights  displayed. 

They  pulled  on,  half  expecting  to  get  a  cannon-ball  in 
their  wake,  but  none  came. 

*  . 

As  they  drew  near  the  cove  they  saw  Old  King  Brady 
walking  up  and  down  on  the  shore. 

A.  strange,  sinking  sensation  now  suddenly  seized  Harry. 

He  could  hardly  account  for  it. 

"Marty,  there  is  something  wrong!”  he  exclaimed. 

“Why  do  you  say  that,  boss?”  demanded  the  guide. 

•  “I  don’t  know.  I  feel  it.  Why  don’t  Old  King  Brady 
give  us  the  hail?” 

The  old  detective  had  stopped  his  walk  and  stood  mo¬ 
tionless  on  the  beach.  Marty  rounded  up  the  foremost 
boat  and  Harry  sprang  ashore. 

“Governor!  What’s  the  matter?”  he  exclaimed. 

“How  did  you  know  anything  was  the  matter?” 

“I’m  sure  of  it.” 

“Unfortunately,  Harr}',  you  are  right,  and  I  have  bad 
news  for  you.” 

*  “Alice?” 

“Yes,  Alice.  Wait  a  second  and  you  shall  know  all. 
Marty,  can  you  get  along  alone  for  a  few  minutes?” 

“Sure,”  said  Marty. 

Old  King  Brady  took  Harry  by  the  arm. 

“Xot  dead?”  gasped  Harry. 

“Xo,  no.  At  least  I  hope  not.  Be  brave,  Harry.  I 
know  how  deeply  you  love  Alice  and  how  hard  this  will 
come  upon  you.  She  is  missing  and  I  am  afraid  the  man- 
trappers  have  got  her.  That’s  all.” 

It  was  some  seconds  before  Young  King  Brady  could 
trust  himself  to  speak. 

“How  did  it  happen?”  he  then  asked,  in  hollow  tones. 

“I  have  no  idea,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “Alice  and 
I  were  talking  on  the  piazza,  where  we  had  been  for  some 
time.  Dr.  Meyers  called  me  to  come  upstairs,  as  Mr. 
Crosby  was  awake  and  wanted  to  talk  with  me.  When  I 
returned,  which  was  not  until  after  some  little  time,  Alice 
was  missing.  I  have  searched  everywhere  but  can  find  no 
trace  of  her.  That  is  all  there  is  to  Jell.” 
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“We  must  get  busy  at  once.  The  yacht  was  hanging 
about  here.” 

“Was  it?  Well,  I  didn’t  see  it.  Which  way  was  she 
heading?” 

“Dovrn  the  lake,  if  they  call  this  end  up.” 

“We  will  empty  the  boats  as  soon  as  possible  and  then 
you  and  I  will  go  on  the  search.” 

Marty  Titus  was  greatly  excited  when  he  learned  what 
had  occurred. 

Dr.  Meyers  came  down  and  joined  them. 

“This  is  a  particularly  villainous  proceeding,”  he  de¬ 
clared.  “I  feel  responsible  for  it.  Xow  it  looks  as  if  we 
had  made  the  biggest  kind  of  a  mistake  in  coming  here.” 

“Don’t  blame  yourself,  doctor,”  replied  the  old  detec¬ 
tive.  “We  have  to  take  things  as  they  come.  Shall  you 
be  afraid  to  stay  here  alone  with  Mr.  Crosby  for  awdiile?” 

“Xo.  It  is  necessary  that  I  should.  You  must  go  on 
the  search  and  you  ought  to  take  Titus  with  you.  I  have 
my  revolver  and  you  can  leave  me  a  rifle.  Woe  betide  the 
man-trapper  who  undertakes  to  interfere  with  me  or  my* 
charge !” 

And  so  the  Bradys  and  Marty  went  down  the  lake. 

They  could  see  nothing  of  the  Fish  Hawk  until  they 
came  in  sight  of  Mr.  Todhunter’s  pier  at  about  two  o’clock 
in  the  morning.  The  yacht  lay  alongside  the  pier,  with 
signal  lights  displayed. 

“She  looks  as  if  she  had  not  been  out  at  all,”  said  Marty. 

“I’m  going  aboard  of  her,”  replied  the  old  detective. 
“We  will  see  what  the  watchman  has  to  say  for  himself. 

I  suppose  they  keep  one  aboard.” 

“Yes,  they  always  do,”  replied  Marty,  and  he  pulled  on 
towards  the  pier. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

HOT  TIMES  ON  THE  ISLAND. 

The  Bradys  landed  at  the  pier,  and  having  made  their 
boat  fast,  climbed  a  standing  ladder.  Marty  Titus  was  left 
to  look  after  the  boat.  The  detectives  now  went  aboard 
the  yacht.  They  could  see  no  watchman,  and  after  prowl¬ 
ing  about  on  deck  a  bit  they  descended  into  the  cabin,  the 
door  of  which  was  not  locked.  And  here  they  were  equally 
unsuccessful,  for  they  could  find  no  one.  They  tried  the 
engine-room,  finding  steam  up  but  no  one  in  charge.  It 
was  the  same  with  the  sailors’  quarters  forward.  The 
yacht  appeared  to  be  entirely  deserted.  At  last  the  Bradys 
gave  it  up  and  went  on  the  pier  again. 

They  looked  up  at  the  big  house,  now  shrouded  in  dark¬ 
ness. 

“I  am  becoming  more  than  ever  convinced  that  we  have 
a  madman  to  deal  with,”  Old  King  Brady  remarked. 

“It  may  be  that  they  consider  it  safe  to  leave  the  yacht 
so.” 

“I  doubt  it.  Let  us  get  back  to  the  boat.  We  will  pull 
in  under  the  shadow  of  those  rocks  and  watch  a  bit.” 
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This  was  done.  The  detectives  were  in  little  mood  for 
sleep.  Half  an  hour  passed  and  nothing  happened,  but  at 
the  end  of  that  time  they  saw  a  lantern  appear  between 
the  two  stone  pyramids  which  marked  the  entrance  to  Mr. 
Todhunter’s  house. 

It  was  Marty  Titus  who  called  their  attention  to  it. 

Three  men  were  seen  coming  towards  the  pier. 

Old  King  Brady  got  out  his  night  glass.  He  saw  that 
one  was  Mr.  Todhunter  wrapped  in  a  long  overcoat.  An¬ 
other  was  the  captain  of  the  Fish  Hawk.  The  third  man 
Old  King  Brady  did  not  know,  but  from  what  he  could  see 
of  him  he  thought  that  he  might  be  the  engineer. 

The  three  went  directly  aboard  the  yacht.  Mr.  Tod¬ 
hunter  went  into  the  cabin.  The  captain  and  the  other 
man  cast  off,  and  the  captain  taking  the  wheel,  his  com¬ 
panion  disappeared  below.  The  Fish  Hawk  then  started 
up  the  lake. 

“That  spells  rascality  of  some  sort,  surest  thing,”  said 
Old  King  Brady. 

*  “But  what  takes  Todhunter  out  on  the  lake  without  his 
crew?”  queried  Harry.  “It  may  he  that  we  are  dead 
wrong  and  this  man  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  disappear¬ 
ances,  after  all.” 

“Oh,  you  can  twist  it  any  way  you  like,”  replied  the  old 
detective. 

“Marty,”  he  added,  “did  ever  you  know  the  Fish  Hawk 
to  do  night  work  on  the  lake?” 

“Hot  so  late  as  this,  boss,  and  I  never  seen  her  out  be¬ 
fore  to-night  when  she  wasn't  blazin’  like  a  house  afire.” 

“Trail  after  her,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “It’s  pretty 
dark  now.  I  doubt  if  the  captain  sees  us.  By  the  way, 
what’s  his  name  ?” 

“Clinch.” 

They  followed  on,  losing  ground  all  the  time,  of  course. 

At  last  the  yacht  disappeared  among  the  islands. 

“It  may  be  that  she  is  heading  for  Davis’s  bungalow,” 
said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  better  get  back.” 

Harry  was  in  despair  over  Alice’s  case.  But  he  is  one 
of  the  kind  who  in  a  time  of  emergency  has  but  little  to 
say.  It  was  quite  a  long  pull  to  the  islands  behind  which 
the  Fish  Hawk  had  disappeared. 

Suddenly  Marty  Titus  informed  them  that  they  were 
the  same  islands  where  the  shots  had  been  fired  at  the  boat. 

“Run  into  the  channel,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We 
may  find  the  yacht  where  we  struck  her  before.” 

And  this  was  what  they  did.  Reconnoitering  at  the 
mouth  of  the  channel,  they  discovered  the  Fish  Hawk 
lying  in  her  former  position,  anchor  down.  The  captain 
was  pacing  the  deck,  but  there  was  nobody  else  in  sight. 

“Upon  my  word,  Governor,”  exclaimed  Harry,  “I 
shouldn’t  wonder  if  Todhunter  had  landed  on  one  of  the 
islands.” 

“Just  my  opinion,”  replied  the  old  detective. 

“If  we  only  knew  which  one.” 

“Marty,  what  do  you  say?”  demanded  the  old  detective. 
“Have  you  been  on  all  these  islands?” 

“Every  blame  one  of  them.” 


“Is  there  a  house  on  any  of  them?” 

“Nary  a  house.” 

“What  about  a  cave?” 

“Don’t  know  of  any  myself,  but  I’ve  heard  my  grand¬ 
father  say  that  he  heard  tell  that  there  was  a  big  cave 
under  all  Whirlwind  Lake  and  that  the  mouth  of  it  was  on 
one  of  these  here  islands.” 

“Valuable  testimony,”  muttered  the  old  detective. 

“Harry,”  he  added  at  last,  “I  see  that  there  is  but  one 
thing  for  us  to  do,  and  that  is  to  hold  on  here  until  the 
enemy  makes  some  move.” 

“I  fully  agree  with  you.  We  must  know  more  of  this,” 
was  the  reply. 

The  move  came  just  after  daylight.  Then  the  Bradys 
saw  Captain  Clinch  preparing  to  launch  a  boat.  Continu¬ 
ing  to  watch,  they  saw  that  he  was  heading  either  for  the 
channel  or  for  the  island  on  their  left. 

“Let’s  get  the  boat  in  under  cover  and  go  ashore,”  said 
Harry.  “We  can  lay  for  him  there.” 

“If  I  can  arrest  the  fellow  I’ll  do  it,”  replied  the  old 
detective.  “We  will  hold  him  as  a  hostage  for  Alice.” 

They  had  already  noted  a  good  hiding  place,  where,  at 
the  head  of  a  little  cove,  there  was  a  thick  growth  of 
bushes.  Here  they  drew'  the  boat  up,  and  having  securely 
hidden  it  lost  no  time  in  getting  to  the  top  of  the  hill. 

The  trees  wrere  not  so  thick  here  as  upon  the  other 
islands.  They  could  look  off  upon  the  w7ater  and  watch 
the  approach  of  the  boat.  Captain  Clinch  appeared  to  be 
in  no  hurry.  He  had  lighted  a  pipe  and  was  pulling  along 
slowly.  It  soon  became  apparent  that  he  was  heading  for 
the  island  w'here  the  Bradys  were.  He  made  a  landing  not 
far  from  where  they  had  hidden  the  boat.  Tying  his  own 
boat  to  a  tree,  he  climbed  up  the  hill  in  a  leisurely  manner 
and  sat  down  upon  a  rock. 

“That  fellow'  is  waiting  for  a  signal  of  some  sort,”  re¬ 
marked  Old  King  Brady. 

“Are  you  going  to  take  him?”  demanded  Harry. 

“Well,  wThat  do  you  think?  It  must  be  Todhunter  for 
whom  he  is  waiting.” 

“You  are  not  prepared  to  tackle  Mr.  Todhunter?” 

“In  my  judgment  it  would  be  decidedly  unwise.” 

“Very  good.  Then  now'  is  surely  the  time  to  pinch  tlie 
captain.  We  could  not  have  a  better  chance.” 

“Lou  circle  around  him  and  get  in  on  the  other  side. 
You,  Marty,  go  along,  too,  and  when  I  give  the  word, 
Harry,  you  come  up  with  a  rush,  calling,  Tome  on,  boys !’ 
or  something  of  the  sort.  Marty  will  respond  and  the  cap¬ 
tain  will  think  there  is  a  whole  gang  coming  down  upon 
him  and  throw  up  the  sponge.” 

“And  you,  Governor?” 

“Oh,  I’ll  go  right  up  boldly  and  tell  him  that  he  is 
under  arrest.” 

Harry  and  Marty  Titus  then  struck  back  into  the  island 
a  short  distance  to  a  point  where  the  trees  were  thicker 
and  got  in  on  the  other  side  of  the  captain. 

Old  King  Brady,  having  given  them  time  enough  to 
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'Yiee  themselves,  emerged  from  cover  and  approached 
*  ..ptain  Clinch.  The  man  was  on  the  alert  instantly. 

Knocking  the  ashes  out  of  his  pipe,  he  arose  and  faced 
the  detective. 

“What  in  thunder  brings  you  here?”  he  cried,  gruffly. 
“Don't  you  know  that  this  island  is  private  property ?” 

“Whose  private  property,  Captain  Clinch?”  was  the 
quiet  reply. 

“It  belongs  to  Mr.  Todhunter,  and  he  allows  no  tres¬ 
passers.  However  you  came  to  be  here,  I  don’t  know,  but 
you  want  to  make  yourself  scarce  pretty  blame  quick.” 

“Softly,  softly,  captain,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  throw¬ 
ing  back  the  lapel  of  his  coat  and  displaying  his  shield. 
“I  am  an  officer.  You  will  consider  yourself  under  arrest.” 

“Arrest!”  snorted  the  captain.  “Are  you  crazy?  I 
I  m't  give  a  continental  for  your  gilded  butter  plate !  I 
defy  you !  Don't  you  dare  to  lay  a  hand  on  me !” 

The  captain  was  certainly  mad  clear  through,  and  as  he 
had  produced  no  revolver,  Old  King  Brady  felt  that  it  was 
safe  to  assume  that  he  had  none  with  him. 

He  drew  his  own  weapon  and  shotted : 

“This  is  the  fellow  we  want.  Come  on!  Come  on!” 

Captain  Clinch  turned  pale. 

“Put  up  that  thing!”  he  cried,  backing  away. 

“Coming!”  yelled  Harry  in  the  distance. 

Perhaps  this  rattled  Captain  Clinch. 

At  all  events,  he  backed  just  a  step  too  far,  and  before 
he  knew  where  he  was  at  he  was  caught  on  the  slope  of 
the  hill,  which  here  rose  high  and  steep  up  from  the  water. 

He  gave  a  yell  as  he  felt  his  feet  go  from  under  him 
and  instantly  disappeared. 

“Heavens!  We  have  been  the  death  of  the  fellow!” 
cried  Young  King  Brady,  running  up. 

The  old  detective  was  bending  over  the  edge  of  the  steep 
bank.  There  was  the  captain  all  doubled  up.  The  toes  of 
his  high  boots  were  dug  into  the  sand,  and  he  was  clinging 
desperately  to  a  little  bush,  which  was  manifestly  insuffi¬ 
cient  to  bear  his  weight  for  any  length  of  time. 

“Now  see  what  you  have  done,  you  blasted  old  idiot!” 
he  yelled.  “I  can’t  swim  a  stroke.  If  I  go  down  into  the 
water  it’s  drowning  for  mine !” 

Clearly  the  man  was  scared  half  out  of  his  senses. 

“We  must  get  him  up  out  of  that,”  cried  Old  King 
Brady.  “Hold  onto  that  tree,  Harry,  and  lend  me  a  hand. 
Big  as  he  is,  I  guess  I  can  pull  him  up.” 

“You’ll  break  your  neck,  Governor.” 

“'No,  I  won’t.  Where’s  Marty?” 

“Waiting  for  me  to  give  him  the  call,  I  suppose.” 

“Give  it  to  him  now,  them!” 

Harry  shouted  and  Old  King  Brady,  seizing  his  hand 
cautiously,  tried  the  hill. 

Harry  wound  his  arms  around  the  tree  trunk  and  so 
supported  himself. 

“Quick,  quick,  or  I’m  a  goner!”  yelled  the  captain. 
“Have  me  and  you  won’t  regret  it,  old  man !” 

Old  King  Brady  was  on  perilous  footing.  He  had  now 
:<  ached  the  limit.  Just  then  the  bush  gave  way.  Captain 


Clinch  had  just  time  to  snatch  at  Old  King  Brady’s  out¬ 
stretched  sleeve.  At  the  same  instant  Marty  Titus  ap¬ 
peared,  coming  over  the  hill. 

The  sleeve  parted  and  the  man  went  bowling  down  the 
bank.  It  was  all  Old  King  Brady  could  do  to  maintain  his 
footing. 

Harry,  with  his  arm  around  the  tree,  held  om  desper¬ 
ately  to  the  old  blue  coat,  for  he  had  lost  his  grip  on  OM 
King  Brady’s  hand  and  was  just  in  time  to  seize  the  quaint 
garment  by  the  tail. 

Down  went  the  captain  into  the  lake. 

Old  King  Brady  could  do  nothing. 

He  had  himself  to  think  of  now. 

The  old  detective  could  no  more  swim  than  could  Cap¬ 
tain  Clinch. 

“Keep  cool,  Harry,”  he  said.  “If  the  man  has  to  drown 
let  him  drown.  I’m  working  for  Brady  now !” 

He  turned  about  slowly  and  with  every  caution. 

At  last  he  was  able  to  clutch  Harry’s  arm  and  to  work 
up  a  few  steps. 

By  this  time  Marty  was  on  the  job  and  he  extended  his 
hand. 

Old  King  Brady  got  a  grip  on  it. 

In  a  second  he  was  drawn  up  to  safety. 

“Heavens!  But  that  was  a  tight  squeak!”  panted 
Harry,  who  was  terribly  unnerved. 

“Where  is  the  captain?”  gasped  Old  King  Brady. 

“Gone  under,  I  guess.  I  can  see  nothing  of  him/’ 

“No  more  can  I,”  added  Marty.  “I  g#ess  he  is  drowned 
all  right.” 

At  the  same  instant  a  faint  cry  for  help  was  heard  frtsa 
under  the  hill. 


CHAPTER  X.  < 

J 

CAPTURED  BY  THE  MAN-TRAPPERS. 

i 

Alice  walked  right  into  a  trap. 

After  Old  King  Brady  left  her  she  remained  seated  cafe 
the  piazza  for  a  few  minutes,  looking  off  on  the  lake. 

Suddenly  her  attention  was  attracted  by  a  faint  cry.. 

“Help,  help!  I  am  drowning!  Help!” 

Alice  started  up  and  ran  down  the  steps. 

She  could  see  nobody  struggling  in  the  water. 

Somehow  she  became  seized  with  the  idea  that  Harrj 
had  returned  and  in  some  way  had  upset  his  boat  and  got 
caught  under  it. 

As  this  thought  flashed  across  her  mind  Alice,  we  are 
bound  to  admit,  lost  her  head. 

She  ran  down  to  the  water’s  edge  and  turned  in  thm 
direction  of  the  cry,  which  was  now  repeated. 

The  trees  grew  thick  here  and  came  right  down  toth/p 
water’s  edge. 

“Who  is  it?”  cried  Alice.  “Where  are  you?’” 

“Here,  my  dear,”  was  the  unexpected  response- 

A  man  darted  out  from  behind  a  tree. 
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He  held  a  fishnet  with  a  long  handle,  and  this  he 
brought  down  over  Alice’s  head. 

She  was  thus  rendered  helpless  in  an  instant. 

Throwing  up  her  hands,  she  strove  to  remove  the  net. 

Then  suddenly  her  hands  wrere  seized  and  pinioned 
behind  her. 

Three  men  were  on  the  job. 

“You  hold  a  tight  mouth  and  quit  your  struggling,  or  it 
will  be  the  worse  for  you !”  hissed  a  voice  in  her  ear. 

Alice  would  have  braved  the  threat  if  she  had  supposed 
there  was  any  chance  of  making  Old  King  Brady  hear. 

But  this  she  knew  was  impossible  if  he  was  still  upstairs 
in  the  bungalow. 

All  this  happened  in  a  lyinute. 

The  next,  and  Alice  was  being  hustled  off  among  the 

trees. 

The  net  had  now  been  removed  from  her  head,  and  she 
saw  that  her  captors  wore  handkerchiefs  over  their  faces, 
which  served  to  mask  them  completely. 

“I’m  in  the  hands  of  the  man-trappers  all  right/’ 
thought  Alice.  “So  much  for  my  carelessness.  I  have 
walked  right  into  a  trap.” 

The  "way  was  terribly  rough. 

Alice’s  skirts  caught  in  the  bushes,  and  before  they 
reached  a  rowboat  her  dress  had  been  badly  torn. 

“Into  the  boat!”  ordered  one  of  the  masks.  “You  be¬ 
have  yourself  and  make  no  fuss  and  you  may  not  find  your¬ 
self  so  badly  off,  but  if  you  kick  up  a  row  it’s  the  bottom 
of  the  lake  for  yours — see?” 

He  helped  her  to  the  stern  seat,  and  the  other  two  men 
crowding  into  the  boat,  one  took  up  the  oars. 

“That  was  done  pretty  slick,”  he  remarked  as  he  pulled 
away.  v 

“Where  are  you  taking  me?”  demanded  Alice. 

“None  of  your  blame  business,”  was  the  surly  reply. 

“But  you  see  I  am  completely  in  your  power.  It  can  dp 
no  harm  to  tell.” 

“You  will  get  no  answer  out  of  me,  miss,”  said  the  man. 
“We  know  you,  and  we  know  your  business;  You  are  a 
she-detective.  Let  the  he-ones  you  travel  with  look  out 
for  themselves,  or  they  may  find  that  they  are  in  a  worse 
box  than  you.” 

“Do  you  mean  to  kill  me?” 

“No,  we  don’t.  I’ll  tell  you  that  much  for  your  con¬ 
solation.  We  have  work  for  you  to  do;  if  it  wasn’t  for  that 
there  is  no  telling  how  things  might  go.” 

“What  sort  of  work?  What  do  you  mean?” 

“Oh,  cut  out  the  talk.  You  will  find  out  what  it’s  all 
about  soon  enough.” 

After  that  Alice  was  silent.  It  really  was  not  any  use 
to  press  these  men. 

That  she  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of  the  man-trappers 
she  could  not  doubt. 

Of  course  she  was  frightened. 

What  woman  under  the  circumstances  would  not  have 
been  ? 

Still,  Alice  has  been  in  so  many  tight  places  before  that 
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she  did  not  let  it  worry  her  as  another  would  have  done. 
The  boat  taking  a  turn,  she  saw  the  Fish  Hawk  in  the 
distance. 

Again  she  tried  it. 

“You  are  taking  me  to  Mr.  Todhunter’s  yacht?”  she 
said. 

“That’s  what,”  replied  the  mask  who  had  so  far  done  all 
the  talking.  “Now,  aren’t  you  glad  you  know?” 

“Does  Mr.  Todhunter  stand  for  such  work  as  this?  I 
took  him  to  be  a  gentleman.” 

“Never  you  mind  'whose  work  it  is,”  replied  the  mask. 

“  Come  now,”  he  added,  “you  just  keep  that  long  tongue 
of  yours  quiet,  will  you?  Cut  out  the  talk.” 

After  that  Alice  held  her  peace. 

She  was  taken  aboard  the  yacht  and  down  into  the  cabin. 
Here  the  masks  all  left  except  the  talker. 

“Sit  down  in  that  chair  and  answer  my  questions,”  he 
said.  “Mind  now  that  you  tell  the  truth.” 

“Oh,  cut  it  short,”  said  Alice.  “Let  the  wind-up  come 
as  soon  as  it  will.” 

“What  is  your  name?” 

“Alice  Montgomery.  I  thought  you  said  you  knew?” 
“No  side  remarks.  Those  men  you  come  up  here  to 
Whirlwind  Lake  with  are  the  Bradys,  are  they  not?” 
“Yes.” 

“What  is  their  intention  now  that  they  have  found  San¬ 
ford  Crosby?” 

“They  mean  to  take  him  away  as  soon  as  they  can.” 

“To  New  York?” 

“Wherever  he  wants  to  go.  I  presume  it  will  be  New 
York.” 

“How  bad  is  the  old  tank?” 

“Not  so  bad  as  he  was  when  you  tried  to  drown  him  the 
other  night.” 

“Side  remarks  again.  If  you  don’t  quit  there’ll  be  trou¬ 
ble.” 

“All  right.  Ill  be  good.” 

“Try  to.  Who  is  putting  up  for  this,  Mrs.  Crosbv?” 
“Yes.” 

“You  are  sure  that  you  have  no  other  business  at  Whirl¬ 
wind  Lake?” 

“Todhunter  is  Henry  C.  Winslow  all  right,”  thought 
Alice.  “I  see  their  drift  now.” 

“We  came  here  solely  to  oblige  Mrs.  Crosby,”  she  re¬ 
plied. 

“Did  you  find  a  dead  man  in  that  house?” 

“The  Bradys  did.  I  did  not  see  him.” 

“What  did  they  do  with  the  body?” 

“Buried  it.” 

“Did  Meyers  hold  an  inquest?” 

“Yes.” 

“Did  he  recognize  the  remains?”  * 

“Yes.” 

“Who  did  he  say  it  was?” 

“Michael  Johns,  NT r.  Crosby’s  servant.” 

“That's  all  on  that  line.  Xow  we  will  try  another.  r»i<t 
you  ever  do  anything  in  the  line  of  nursing” 
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“Oh,  ves. 


“Are  vou  familiar  with  the  work  of  a  trained  nurse  at 

all?" 

“In  a  way  I  am.” 

V 

“Can  you  take  temperature  and  keep  records?” 

“Certainly.” 

“If  we  take  you  where  you  will  have  to  handle  a  case 
are  you  willing  to  work  as  a  nurse  and  behave  yourself? 
Or  will  you  go  to  kicking  up  a  fuss  all  the  time  ?” 

“FU  do  as  I  am  told.  What  sort  of  case  is  it?” 

“Well,  it  isn't  smallpox  or  anything  else  contagious.” 

“Man,  woman  or  child?” 

“It's  one  of  the  three,  and  that’s  as  far  as  you  will  get 
just  now.  Well,  I  am  going  to  take  you  at  your  word, 
Miss  Montgomery,  but  now  mind,  if  you  go  back  on  us, 
there  will  be  another  corpse  found  floating  on  Whirlwind 
Lake,  and  that  same  corpse  will  be  yours — see?” 

Having  said  this,  the  masked  man  arose  and  walked  out 
of  the  cabin  and  the  door  was  locked  behind  him. 

Alice  now  had  opportunity  to  take  in  her  surroundings. 

They  "were  not  especially  elegant. 

Indeed  they  could  scarcely  be  classed  as  more  than  com¬ 
fortable. 

There  was  a  long  wait. 

She  could  hear  men  moving  about  on  deck,  but  nobody 
came  near  the  cabin. 

Alice  pinned  up  the  tears  in  her  dress  as  best  she  could 
and  then  lay  down  on  a  leather-covered  lounge,  for  she 
began  to  feel  decidedly  faint. 

It  passed  in  a  few  moments. 

She  got  up  and  began  to  pace  the  floor. 

Just  then  the  yacht  started. 

The  run  was  but  a  short  one. 

Soon  after  they  stopped  the  cabin  door  was  unlocked 
and  two  masks  entered. 

“Now,  Miss  Montgomery,  it  will  be  necessary  for  me  to 
blindfold  you,”  said  the  talker.  “After  that  you  will 
follow  me.  I  hope  you  -won't  make  any  fuss?” 

“Now,  see  here,?  said  Alice,  “you  needn't  ask  that 
question  again.  I  am  in  your  power.  Do  with  me  as  you 
please,  only  bring  matters  to  a  head  as  soon  as  you  can.” 

A  large  silk  handkerchief  was  now  tied  over  Alice’s  face. 

This  done,  she  was  led  on  deck  and  helped  down  into  a 
boat. 

A  short  pull  followed,  and  the  boat  grounding,  she  was 
told  to  step  ashore. 

Quite  a  walk  followed. 

The  mask  kept  a  tight  hold  upon  Alice’s  arm  all  the 
while. 

They  ascended  a  hill,  and  after  going  a  short  distance 
Alice  was  told  to  bend  her  head. 

She  felt  that  she  was  passing  into  a  cave  then. 

When  she  heard  the  echo  of  their  footsteps  a  minute 
]ater  -he  knew  that  she  had  been  right. 

Thev  seemed  to  be  passing  between  stone  walls. 

Alice  was  relieved  of  the  bondage  a  minute  later. 


The  mask  at  the  same  instant  stepped  back  through  the 
passage. 

“Stand  still  and  listen!”  his  voice  was  heard  calling, 
“but  don’t  attempt  to  follow  me  if  you  value  your  life !” 

“Hurry  up,”  said  Alice.  “Cut  out  all  this  mummery. 
Come  to  the  point.” 

“You  are  to  advance  until  you  come  to  a  door,”  was  the 
answer.  “Push  it  open  and  when  in  the  room  ring  the 
bell.  A  woman  will  wait  on  you,  who  will  tell  you  what  to 
do  and  what  not  to  do.  See  that  you  obey  her.” 

“All  right !  So  long!”  called  Alice.  “Be  good  to  your¬ 
self,  arid  see  that  you  are  good  to  me,  or  you  may  find  a. 
little  bit  of  trouble  coming  your  way.” 

She  stood  listening,  anxious  to  know  what  effect  this 
careless  talk  might  have. 

“She’s  a  cool  one  all  right,”  she  heard  the  mask  say  to 
himself. 

Then  his  footsteps  were  heard  retreating. 

Alice  walked  on  through  a  natural  passage  in  the  lime¬ 
stone  rock. 

In  the  distance  a  lantern  swung  from  the  roof  which 
gave  her  light  enough. 

The  passage  soon  took  a  turn  and  there  she  saw  a  door 
hung  on  double  hinges  which  filled  the  whole  space. 

She  gave  it  a  push  and  passed  into  a  well-furnished 
room  fitted  up  like  a  library. 

Not  a  trace  of  the  cave  was  in  evidence.  It  was  just  as 
though  she  had  come  into  a  house. 

Shelves  filled  with  expensive  books  lined  the  walls,  there 
were  easy  chairs  and  lounges,  pictures  and  bits  of  statuary 
all  seen  by  the  light  of  a  handsome  lamp  which  burned  on 
the  table.  *  - 

Alice  looked  about  for  the  bell. 

She  soon  discovered  a  cord  and  tassle,  and  giving  this  a 
pull  a  bell  rang  loudly  outside. 

In  a  few  minutes  curtains  parted  at  another  doorway 
and  a  tall  young  woman  wearing  a  nurse’s  cap  came  into 
the  room. 

She  started  back  with  an  air  of  genuine  surprise  at  the 
sight  of  Alice. 

“And  who  are  you?  How  on  earth  did  you  get  here?” 
she  demanded. 

“I  am  the  new  nurse,”  replied  Alice  quietly. 

“Oh,  you  are,  are  you?”  exclaimed  the  woman.  “Well, 
it  is  about  time  they  got  one.  I’ve  been  just  worked  to 
death.  It’s  a*shame  to  put  it  all  on  me  and  I  told  Mr. 
Todhunter  so.  It  don’t  make  any  difference  what  wages 
one  gets;  there’s  a  limit.  He  can’t  expect  one  to  work 
night  and  day  and  not  break  down,  and  I'm  near  the  break¬ 
ing  point.  But  why  don't  you  say  something?  What’s 
your  name?  Where  did  you  come  from?  Do  speak  out 
and  not  stand  there  staring  like  a  gawk !” 

Here  was  certainly  a  talker. 

Alice  hardly  knew  what  answer  to  make,  so  she  con¬ 
cluded  to  make  none  at  all  until  she  was  a  little  more  cer¬ 
tain  of  her  ground. 

“I  was  told  not  to  talk  about  myself,”  she  said.  “My 
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name  is  Alice  Montgomery.  I  am  not  a  trained  nurse, 
although  I  have  had  some  instruction  in  that  line.  That 
is  all  I  can  say.” 

“And  I  am  Mrs.  Woods,”  said  the  woman.  “I’m  a 
drained  nurse  all  right,  and  it’s  a  right  down  shame  that 
•they  should  send  me  a  greany,  I  say.” 

“I’ll  do  my  best,”  answered  Alice.  “Do  tell  me  what 
is  expected  of  me.  Not  a  word  has  been  said  to  me  so  far.” 

“Oh,  I’ll  soon  explain.  I  suppose  you  know  they  will 
never  let  you  off  this  island  till  he  dies?” 

“Till  who  dies?” 

“Your  patient — our  patient.”  f 

“Oh,  it’s  a  man,  is  it?”  < 

“Sure!  Didn’t  they  tell  jrou?  Say,  you  must  be  a 
pretty  one  to  engage  without  knowing  what  sort  of  a  case 
you  were  coming  to.  Why,  you  are  as  bad  as  me.” 

“What  is  the  matter  with  him?” 

“I  don’t  know.  How  should  I?  They  have  no  doctor. 
My,  but  I  believe  we  will  all  get  arrested  in  the  end.  If 
I  could  only  trust  you!  I’m  half  wild  for  somebody  td 
confide  in.”  * 

“You  may  safely  confide  in  me,  Mrs.  Woods.  I’ll  never 
betray  you.” 

“But  I  won’t  until  you  tell  me  how  you  came  to  be  here. 
You  have  a  sweet  face,  and  I  believe  you  are  all  right,  but 
I  am  afraid,  and  that’s  the  truth.” 

“I  can  say  as  much  for  3rou,”  replied  Alice.  “The  fact 
is,  I’m  a  prisoner.  I  was  stopping  with  friends  on  the 
other  side  of  the  lake.  I  was  captured  to-night  by  masked 
men  who  brought  me  in  here.  I’m  half  scared  to  death. 
Oh,  I’m  so  glad  to  meet  a  person  like  you.” 

“Well,  well,  well!”  exclaimed  Mrs.  Woods.  “So  that’s 
the  way  the  cat  jumps,  is  it?  Well,  my  dear,  I’ll  whisper 
a  secret  in  your  ear.  We  must  be  friends  and  pull  to¬ 
gether.  If  you  want  my  opinion  as  to  what  is  the  matter 
with  our  patient,  he  is  being  slowly  poisoned — that’s  all.” 


Chapter  xi. 

1 

THE  BRADYS  TRAP  THE  MAN-TRAPPERS. 

“We  must  save  that  man,  if  possible,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “Quick,  boys!  Back  to  the  boat  ^nd  we  will  get 
around  under  the  bluff!” 

They  made  a  beeline  for  the  shore  and  had  their  boat 
out  with  the  least  possible  loss  of  time. 

Marty  threw  all  his  strength  into  his  arms  and  pulled 
aroundithe  island.  Old  King  Brady  got  out  his  flash  lan¬ 
tern  and  threw  the  light  along  the  base  of  the  hill  as  they 
advanced. 

“I  see  him !”  cried  Harry  at  last.  “There  he  is  holding 
on  to  that  little  tree !” 

Captain  Clinch  must  have  caught  the  sound  of  the  oars 
just  at  that  moment,  for  he  sent  up  such  a  howl  for  help ! 


that  his  cries  might  almost  have  been  heard  at  the  DavL- 
ranch. 

“Coming!”  shouted  Old  King  Brady.  “We’ll  be  with 
vou  in  a  minute,  friend !” 

“Harry,”  he  added,  “you  leave  all  the  talking  to  me. 
We  are  going  to  make  something  out  of  that  man.” 

Old  King  Brady  had  not  forgotten  Captain  Clinch's 
words  uttered  in  the  moment  of  his  fright.  Just  now  the 
captain  was  having  an  interesting  time  of  it.  He  had 
tumbled  ^backward  into  the  lake,  and  when  he  came  to  the  ’ 
surface  h%  clutched  at  a  small  tamarack  tree,  which  after  * 
the  manner  of  its  kind  had  grown  up  in  the  water.  It  \ 
was  just  over  the  captain’s  head  here  and  he  clutched  the 
slim  tree  trunk  with  all  the  desperation  of  despair.  If 
he  could  have  advanced  one  yard  his  feet  would  have  rested 
on  bottom,  but  this  he  did  not  know,  and  at  the  time  he 
caught  the  sound  of  Marty’s  oars  he  had  just  about  given 
himself  up  for  lost. 

They  got  him  into  the  boat  and  not  without  some  diffi¬ 
culty,  for  he  was'  a  very  heavy  man.  He  mumbled  his 
gratitude  and  sat  amidships  like  a  man  dazed. 

“Do  you  want  us  to  pull  you  over  to  the  Fish  Hawk, 
captain?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady. 

“No,  not  for  a  minute,”  was  the  reply.  “Give  me  time 
to  think.” 

“Take  all  the  time  you  wish.  There  is  no  hurry  on  our 
part.  Meanwhile  which  way  shall  we  pull?” 

“Pull  into  the  Gooseneck.” 

“Where  is  that?” 

“He  means  the  channel  between  the  two  islands  what 
we  have  just  come  out  of,”  said  Marty. 

“Back  to  our  cove,  then,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

Marty  pulled  away  and  the  detectives  sat  in  silence. 

“Captain,  aren’t  you  afraid  you’ll  take  cold?”  asked  Old 
King  Brady  as  they  drew  near  the  cove. 

“Oh,  I  don’t  know.  1  suppose  so,”  was  the  gruff  reply. 
“Can’t  be  helped.” 

“I  suppose  you  hold  me  responsible  for  your  unpleasant 
situation?” 

“Well,  I  don’t  see  how  I  can  do  anything  else,  and  yet 
I’m  glad  it  happened,  boss.” 

“Now  that  you  are  well  out  of  it?” 

“Yes.  Say,  you  are  Old  King  Brady,  the  detective, 
aren’t  you?” 

“Yes.”  ; 

“And  the  young  feller  is  your  partner?” 

“  Y^es.” 

Well,  when  we  get  ashore  I  want  to  see  you  two  alone. 

and  we  want  to  be  pretty  blamed  quick  about  the  whole 
business — see?” 

In  a  few  minutes  they  made  their  landing. 

You  stay  here,  Marty,”  said  the  old  detective.  “We 
will  climb  the  hill.” 

When  they  reached  the  top  Captain  Clinch,  who  had 
lost  his  hat  and  looked  the  picture  of  discomfort,  sat  down 
on  a  stone. 

“I’m  about  winded,”  he  said,  “so  I’m  going  to  take  it 
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,asy.  Now,  gentlemen,  I  know,  of  course,  why  you  are 
here  and  1  want  to  say  that  I  am  pretty  sick  of  my  job. 
Suppose  I  was  to  throw  up  the  sponge  and  come  over  on 
your  side  of  the  fence,  what  would  happen  then?” 

“Well,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  “two  things  would 
happen.  First,  I  can  absolutely  guarantee  that  no  matter 
what  you  may  have  done  in  connection  with  these  man- 
trappers,  if  you  will  only  keep  your  mouth  shut  about  your 
personal  part  in  it  when  it  comes  to  telling  about  the 
heaths  which  have  occurred  around  Whirlwind  Lake,  that 
you  will  not  be  held  by  the  law.” 

“And  that's  one  good  thing.  Would  any  cash  be  coming 
my  way?” 

'That  will  be  the  other.  I  have  no  doubt  Mr.  Crosby 
will  be  willing  to  come  up  to  the  scratch  in  handsome  style 
if  he  can  be  revenged  on  these  man-trappers.” 

“Well,  that’s  all  right,  then.  Pm  going  to  split.” 

“T  think  you  are  very  wise,  captain.  We  are  bound  to 
get  the  man-trappers  in  the  end.” 

“If  you  don’t  someone  else  will.  Now  bust  ahead,  old 
man,  and  ask  your  questions  and  you  will  get  an  answer  to 
every  one,  but  remember,  I  never  personally  raised  a 
finger  to  help  along  the  death  of  any  man.  All  I  have 
done  is  to  sail  the  Fish  Hawk  when  and  where  I  have  been 
told.  I’m  sick  of  the  whole  crooked  business — have  been 
for  some  time.  I  had  about  made  up  my  mind  to  give  the 
snap  away  before  this  Crosby  business  happened ;  now  that 
you  have  saved  my  life,  I  am  determined,  so  fire  away.” 

“What  have  you  done  with  the  lady  you  carried  away 
from  the  Davis  bungalow  to-night?”  demanded  Young 
King  Brady,  who  could  restrain  himself  no  longer. 

“Don’t  say  you,  say  they.  That  job  was  done  by  Jack 
Grimes,  Ben  Hollaway  and  Tom  Stoker,  Mr.  Todhunter’s 
man-trappers,  and  he  is  the  boss  man-trapper  of  them  all. 
They  have  her  a  prisoner  in  a  cave  that  is  hidden  some¬ 
where  on  this  island,  but  just  where  I  don’t  know.” 

“And  what  do  they  intend  to  do  with  her?” 

“To  use  her  as  a  nurse  to  look  after  one  of  Todhunter’s 
victims  who  has  been  shut  up  in  that  cave  for  over  a  year.” 

“Man  or  woman?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady,  making 
a  sign  to  Harry  to  keep  still. 

“Man.” 

“Who  is  he?” 

“Don’t  know.  I  wasn’t  running  the  Fish  Hawk  when 
he  was  brought  here.” 

“What  were  you  doing  on  the  island  to-night?  Waiting 
to  take  Mr.  Todhunter  off  ?” 

“Yes.  Waiting  to  take  anybody  off  who  might  come 
with  orders.  I’m  only  a  common  carrier  for  the  gang.” 

“You  knew  Peter  Hettrich?” 

“Yes.” 

“Were  Todhunter  and  these  men  at  the  bottom  of  his 
death?” 

“Yes.” 

“Why  did  they  kill  him?” 

“The  boss  wanted  to  buy  his  property.  He  wouldn’t 
sell,  the  wife  did.” 


“It  was  the  same  with  Crosby?” 

“Yes.” 

“And  the  mountaineer,  Joe  Taylor?” 

“That  case  was  different.  Joe  worked  in  the  cave.  He 
got  drunk  one  day  and  began  to  fire  off  his  mouth.  That 
was  the  last  of  Joe.” 

“I  see.  Any  idea  of  Todhunter’s  motive  for  keeping 
this  man  locked  in?” 

“No;  not  the  least.  None  of  us  have.” 

“Captain,  we  naturally  want  to  get  into  this  cave.” 

“Well,  I  can’t  help  you  in  that.  All  I  know  is  that  the 
entrance  lies  around  on  the  other  side  of  the  island.  You 
will  have  to  work  the  problem  out  for  yourselves.” 

“Todhunter  is  there  now?” 

“Yes.” 

“The  best  thing  we  can  do  then  is  to  lay  for  him.  Are 
the  three  men  you  mention  there?” 

“Yes.”  * 

“Then  you  don’t  know  who  will  show  up  first?” 

“No,  I  don’t.  I  was  told  to  be  here  with  the  boat  at  s 
certain  time  and  I  came.” 

“Well,  that’s  all,  captain,  except  that  I  would  like  to 
know  what  we  can  do  for  you.” 

“Let  Marty  Titus  take  me  back  to  the  yacht  and  I’ll  get 
into  dry  clothes  and  come  back  and  help  you.” 

“And  the  engineer?  WTiat  will  he  think?” 

“I  shan’t  say  anything  to  him  about  it.  He’s  a  man 
who  does  no  talking,  and  who  doesn’t  want  to  do  any.  I’m 
boss  under  Todhunter  and  do  as  I  please.” 

“Very  well.  So  be  it.  Harry,  give  Marty  the  order.  I 
will  remain  on  the  watch.” 

Harry  came  right  back. 

“It  looks  like  closing  in,  Governor,”  he  remarked. 

“I  think  it  does,”  was  the  reply.  “We  have  been  most 
fortunate  in  getting  next  to  .that  man.” 

“Shall  you*  capture  Todhunter  if  you  get  the  chance?” 

“Most  assuredly.” 

“Who  do  you  imagine  this  mysterious  prisoner  can  be?” 

“Well,  if  you  want  my  theory,  here  it  is;  but  remember 
it  is  only  a  theory.  We  know  to  a  certainty  that  the  man 
who  poses  as  Todhunter  is  actually  Henry  C.  Winslow.” 

“Yes.” 

“Then  it  is  easy  to  assume  that  his  prisoner  is  the  real 
Todhunter  who  signs  checks  and  deeds  and  is  the  eatspaw 
who  daily  adds  to  this  scoundrel’s  wealth.” 

“It  is  very  plausible.  Do  you  believe  that  Winslow,  as 
we  will  now  call  him,  is  crazy  ?” 

“I  do,  but  not  so  crazy  as  to  make  him  any  less  of  a 
villain.” 

They  continued  to  talk  until  Captain  Clinch  returned. 

“Nothing  doing  yet?”  the  captain  asked. 

“We  have  been  right  here  ever  since,”  replied  Old  King 
Brady.  “We  have  seen  no  one.” 

“That’s  the  way  it  goes.  Well,  I  am  all  right  now.  Fye 
brought  along  a  brace  of  revolvers  and  am  ready  for  busi¬ 
ness.  I  will  do  anything  you  say.” 

“  One  question  before  we  say  another  word,”  replied  Old 
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King  Brady,  “is  it  possible  for  Todhunter  to  get  off  this 
island  without  your  boat?” 

“Don’t  think  so.  He  may  have  boats  in  the  cove,  but  he 
always  uses  the  yacht.” 

“Where  is  your  boat,  captain?” 

“Down  here.” 

“Let’s  put  it  where  Todhunter  can’t  find  it.”  y 

“All  right.  Come  ahead.” 

As  they  walked  along  Old  King  Brady  asked  the  captain 
about  Michael  Johns. 

“We  had  nothing  to  do  with  that  job,”  was  the  reply. 
“Mike  was  drunk  all  the  time,  and  after  Crosby  disap¬ 
peared  he  got  scared  for  fear  it  would  be  his  turn  next,  I 
suppose.  At  all  events,  he  flew  the  coop.  We  didn’t  know 
where  he  went,  but  we  found  him  stark  naked  and  dead  at 
the  foot  of  the  stairs  the  day  before  you  came.  He  must 
have  tumbled  downstairs  and  broken  his  neck.” 

They  had  been  descending  the  hill  by  another  way  and 
the  captain’s  boat  was  in  sight  when  they  suddenly  heard 
loud  voices  above  them. 

“Gee,  but  it  was  a  tough  struggle  before  we  downed 
him,  hey,  Jack?”  someone  said. 

“That’s  right.  Hurry  up.  I  don’t  know  where  Cap  is, 
but  likely  in  the  boat,  so  if  you  don’t  want  him  to  catch  on 
hold  yer  jaw.” 

“  Oh,  that’s  all  right.  Cap’s  a  dead  one.  As  soon  as  he 
shows  his  nose  I’m  prepared  to  shoot.” 

With  one  accord,  Captain  Clinch  and  the  Bradys  drew 
back  among  the  bushes. 

“Who  is  it?”  the  old  detective  whispered. 

“Your  man-trappers,”  was  the  faint  response. 

They  all  drew  revolvers  and  waited. 

“Are  you  still  determined  to  burn  the  house?”  someone 
asked  as  the  men  came  on. 

“Sure,”  was  the  reply.  “It’s  the  only  way.  Then  the 
woman  burns  with  it.  After  we  get  the  dough  we  light 
out  and  let  the  whole  business  go  up  in  smoke — see?” 

“Do  we  jump  on  them?”  breathed  Harry. 

“Right  now,”  was  the  reply.  “Stand  ready,  captain.” 

Then  suddenly  the  Bradys  and  Captain  Clinch  sprang 
out  into  the  path. 

Three  tough-looking  citizens  were  coming  down  the  hill. 

“Hands  up!”  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “Surrender,  you 
murdering  man-trappers,  or  you  are  dead  men !” 


CHAPTER  XII. 

CONCLUSION. 

Alice  was  too  well  accustomed  to  dramatic  situations  to 
give  evidence  of  her  thoughts  when  Mrs.  Woods  whispered 
poison  in  her  ear, 

“Is  this  man  Todhunter  a  murderer,  then?”  she  quietly 
asked. 

“He's  worse,”  replied  Mrs.  Woods.  “He  is  a  dangerous 


lunatic  in  my  way  of  thinking.  If  I  could  get  away  from^ 
this  place  I  d  do  it  in  a  minute,  in  spite  of  the  big  wages 
he  pays  me.” 

“How  long  have  you  been  here."  ’ 

“About  three  months.” 

“Who  was  here  before  you?” 

“I  don’t  know.  I  can  get  no  information,  but  I  know 
who  ought  to  be  here  right  now.” 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“I  mean  a  good  detective.  This  is  rascally  busines:, 
Miss  Montgomery.  Make  no  mistake  on  that  score.” 
“Where  are  you  from,  Mrs.  Woods."”  | 

“Albany.”  I 

“Is  there  any  danger  of  us  being  overheard  here?” 
“None  at  all.  Nobody  ever  comes  into  this  room  but 
Mr.  Todhunter  himself.”  ^ 

“Listeners  at  the  door?” 

“Try  it.”  .  -  .  I 

Alice  pushed  at  the  door. 

Although  it  worked  on  a  double  spring,  it  would  not 
open  now. 

“Pull  it,”  said  Mrs.  Woods. 

Alice  did  so  and  the  door  came  open  readily,  but  only  to 
reveal  an  iron  door  on  the  other  side. 

“That’s  what  we  are  up  against,”  said  the  nurse. 

“And  now  that  you  are  satisfied  that  we  can  talk  with¬ 
out  listeners,  what  were  you  going  to  say  ?  You  asked  me 
where  I  came  from,  you  know.” 

“Yes,  and  you  said  what  was  needed  here  was  a  good 
detective.” 

“I  said  it,  and  I  mean  it.” 

“How  would  the  Bradys  fill  the  bill?”  asked  Alice.  * 
“They  say  there  are  none  better.” 

“Then  let  me  tell  you  a  secret  in  exchange  for  yours,  I 
am  a  member  of  the  Brady  Detective  Bureau.” 

The  nurse  gave  a  joyful  cry. 

“Oh,  good!”  she  exclaimed.  “If  you  can  only  do  some¬ 
thing.”  f 

Their  talk  which  followed  was  quite  an  extended  one. 
Alice  told  Mrs.  Woods,  to  whom  she  had  taken  a  areat 
liking,  exactly  what  had  occurred  since  she  came  to  Whirl¬ 
wind  Lake. 

The  good  woman  was  not  a  little  disturbed  by  these 
revelations. 

In  return  she  told  Alice  what  little  she  knew. 

But  it  was  too  little  to  cut  much  figure  in  the  case. 

Mrs.  Woods  had  been  engaged  in  Albany  by  Todhunter. 
who  brought  her  up  to  Whirlwind  Lake  and  took  her 
aboard  the  Fish  Hawk. 

This  was  away  up  at  the  head  of  the  lake  and  happened 
at  night. 

After  that  Mrs.  Moods’  experiences  were  much  the  same 
as  those  of  Alice. 

She  had  come  into  the  cave  blindfolded,  and  not  being 
shrewd  enough  to  grasp  the  situation  as  Alice  had  done, 
she  thought  she  was  in  a  house. 

Just  at  this  stage  of  the  talk  a  bell  suddenly  rang. 
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"It  is  my  patient  calling  me/’  said  Mrs.  Woods.  “Come 
and  you  shall  see  him.  I  have  to  do  everything  here,  even 
to  the  cooking.” 

“What's  his  name?”  asked  Alice. 

“Y  ell,  that's  the  queer  part  of  it,”  was  the  reply.  “He 
insists  that  his  name  is  Thomas  Todhunter.  The  other 
Todhunter  declares  that  it  is  just  his  insane  delusion. 
Question  is  which  is  really  insane.” 

They  passed  into  a  kitchen  fitted  up  with  every  conveni¬ 
ence,  and  from'  'there  into  a  bedroom  where  the  patient 
lay.  All  these  rooms,  it  may  as  well  be  mentioned  here 
the  detectives  subsequently  discovered  to  be  built  in  a 
large  cavern.  None  had  windows  and  all  ventilation  came 
through  pipes  in  the  ceiling. 

The  person  lying  in  the  bed  was  a  man  whose  age  Alice 
could  scarcely  determine,  for  his  beard  had  grown  heavily 
and  he  was  wasted  to  a  skeleton. 

He  did  not  seem  to  see  Alice  at  first,  but  in  a  voice 
scarcely  audible  demanded  certain  attentions  of  Mrs. 
Woods,  which  she  hastened  to  bestow  upon  him. 

Later  when  he  was  again  resting,  his  eyes  seemed  to 
take  in  Alice  for  the  first  time. 

“A  stranger.  Who?” 

“Shall  I  tell  him?”  whispered  Mrs.  Woods. 

“Tell  him.” 

The  nurse  did  so.  The  hollow,  sunken  eyes  lighted  up 
immediately.  He  raised  his  skeleton  hand  and  motioned 
to  Alice  to  draw  nearer  the  bed,  which  she  did,  kneeling 
beside  it.  1 

“Can  you  save  me?”  he  breathed. 

“I  will  tr}r,”  replied  Alice. 

“I  am  Thomas  Todhunter.  I  own  the  house  on  Whirl¬ 
wind  Lake.  The  man  who  poses  under  my  name  is  slowly 
poisoning  me.  He  has  usurped  my  name,  my  place  and 
my  fortune,  made  in  the  diamond  fields  of  South  Africa 
by  years  of  hard  labor.  He  was  my  trusted  friend.  He 
has  betraved  me.  He  is  a  fraud.” 

J 

“He  certainly  is.  We  shall  help  you  if  we  can,  sir. 
Have  hope.” 

His  voice  failed  him  then,  and  he  closed  his  eyes. 

“Eing  if  you  want  me,”  said  Mrs.  Woods,  and  she  drew 
Alice  into  the  kitchen. 

“'Now  you  see,”  she  said.  “For  the  last  two  months  1 
have  given  him  none  of  the  medicine  which  Tddhunter 
provides,  but  I  have  no  doubt  he  gets  it  when  that  scoun¬ 
drel  visits  him,  which  is  every  day.  He  certainly  can’t  last 
long  unless  something  is  done.” 

“Who  is  he  supposed  to  be?  I  mean  who  does  the  so- 
called  Todhunter  claim  he  is?” 

“He  calls  him  Henry  Winslow.  He  told  me  he  was  a 
defaulter  hiding  from  the  detectives.” 

“He  has  simply  changed  places,  then,”  said  Alice,  “for 
be  is  Henry  C.  Winslow  himself.” 

“At  the  same  instant  a  crash  was  heard,  apparently  in 
the  library. 

“Ob,  what  is  that?”  gasped  Mrs.  Woods,  clutching 
Alice's  arrn. 


“We  must  find  out,”  replied  Alice. 

She  went  through  to  the  library  and  pulled  open  the 
swing  door.  Just  then  came  another  crash.  It  was  just 
as  though  some  heavy  body  had  been  violently  thrown 
against  the  iron  door.  Other  and  similar  sounds  followed.. 

Clearly  a  fierce  struggle  was  in  progress  outside.  It 
ended  after  a  little  and  the  loud  but  muffled  voices  were 
heard  no  more. 

Then  after  a  few  moments  the  door  was  opened  and 
Alice’s  “talker,”  still  masked,  came  into  the  room. 

“Look  here,  Mrs.  Woods,”  he  said,  “how  are  you  and 
your  new  helper  getting  on?” 

“Pretty  badly,”  was  the  reply.  “You  have  us  both  half 
scared  to  death  with  all  your  noise.  Who  is  fighting  out 
there?” 

“That’s  none  of  your  business,”  was  the  answer. 

“Now,  look  here,  Miss  Detective,”  added  the  mask,  “I’m 
going  to  let  you  two  go.  Here  is  a  key  which  will  open 
this  door,  which  you  lock  as  soon  as  I  am  gone.  You  have 
your  watch,  so  time  yourself.  In  exactly  half  an  hour 
open  the  door  and  do  as  you  blame  please.  If  you  open  it 
one  second  sooner  you  will  be  instantly  shot  dead.  Do  you 
understand?” 

“Perfectly,”  replied  Alice.  “You  are  nothing  if  not 
direct.” 

“You  will  do  as  I  say?” 

“I  will  obey  you  implicitly.  But  after  I  go  out  what 
lien?” 

“Then  it  is  up  to  you,  as  I  said.  Do  as  you  blame 
please.” 

“And  me?”  cried  Mrs.  Woods. 

“Same  to  you.” 

“And  the  sick  man?” 

“I  don’t  care  a  rap  what  you  do  with  him.  Strangle 
him  if  you  want  to.  I’ll  never  give  you  away.  I  am  going 
now,  ladies,  so  good-by  and  good  luck !” 

He  went  out  and  slammed  the  iron  door  behind  him. 

“What  in  the  world  does  this  mean?”  demanded  Mrs. 
Woods. 

“Why,  it’s  plain  enough,”  replied  Alice.  “Those  fellows 
have  turned  on  this  man  Winslow.  It  wouldn’t  surprise 
me  if  they  had  killed  him.  Probably  they  intend  to  rob 
his  house,  or  something.  I  have  no  idea  there  would  be 
the  least  danger  to  us  if  I  was  to  open  the  door  right  now.” 

“Don’t  you  think  of  trying  it!”  cried  Mrs.  Woods  ex¬ 
citedly.  “They  are  a  terrible  bunch.  There  are  three  of 
them.  Promise  me  that  you  won’t  touch  the  door  till  the 
time  is  up.” 

“Oh,  I  shall  do  as  I  was  told.  You  needn’t  be  alarmed.” 

They  waited  the  required  time  and  Alice  then  unlocked 
the  iron  door.  Beyond  lay  the  passage  to  the  mouth  of  the 
cave.  They  passed  between  walls  of  rock  coming  at  last  to 
the  entrance,  which  was  closed  by  a  pile  of  heavy  stones. 

“Merciful  heavens!  We  are  penned  in!”  cried  Alice. 

“Save  me !  Help  !”  called  a  faint  voice  on  their  left. 

Alice,  who  had  brought  the  lamp  along,  turned  the  light 
in  that  direction.  There  between  two  rocks,  bound  hand 
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and  foot,  she  saw  the  man  who  had  called  himself  Tod- 
hunter  lying,  his  face  bathed  in  blood. 

“Save  me  !”  he  gasped.  “Mrs.  Woods,  if  it  is  you,  help ! 
They  have  beaten  me  almost  to  death.  I  can’t  see  you.  I 
am  blind!” 

********* 

The  Bradys  and  Captain  Clinch  had  caught  the  three 
man-trappers.  Covered  by  three  revolvers,  they  could  do 
nothing.  Old  King  Brady  jumped  in  and  handcuffed  two, 
tying  the  hands  of  the  third.  As  to  what  was  said  during 
this  operation  it  is  not  necessary  to  repeat  it.  Certainly 
the  three  man-trappers  were  not  meek  and  limb-like  by 
any  means.  The  detectives  then  searched  them  for  wea¬ 
pons  and  took  away  a  revolver  and  a  big  knife  from  each. 

Particularly  furious  were  they  against  Captain  Clinch. 

Old  King  Brady  stood  their  talk  until  the  search  was 
complete. 

“Now  you  three  hold  your  tongues,  or  we’ll  find  means 
to  make  you,”  he  sternly  said. 

“Grimes,  you  are  supposed  to  be  the  head  of  this  bunch,” 
he  added.  “Where  is  the  lady  you  stole  from  the  Davis 
bungalow  to-night?” 

“Find  out,”  growled  Grimes,  adding  a  few  picturesque 
frills  to  his  speech. 

Old  King  Brady  gave  the  fellow  a  sharp  rap  over  the 
head  with  the  butt  of  his  revolver. 

“That  for  yours,”  he  said,  “and  a  bullet  next  time  if 
you  don’t  instantly  answer  my  questions  without  further 
talk.  Where  is  the  lady?  In  the  cave?” 

“Yes.” 

“And  Todhunter?” 

“He’s  there,  too,  I  suppose.” 

“Lead  the  way  to  the  cave.” 

The  words  were  scarcely  spoken  .when  Grimes  and 
Stokes,  who  were  handcuffed  together,  made  a  rush  for 
the  Bradys. 

It  was  a  fool  act.  Grimes  got  Harry’s  fist  right  between 
the  eyes.  He  fell  like  a  log,  taking  Stokes  with  him. 

When  the  Bradys  got  the  pair  on  their  feet  again  they 
were  quite  weak.  Realizing  now  that  there  was  no  help 
for  it,  they  led  the  detectives  over  the  hill,  and  after  a  few 
flukes  and  a  few  threats  on  the  part  of  the  Bradys  they 
actually  did  point  out  the  mouth  of  the  cave,  which  was 
choked  by  a  pile  of  stones.  The  Bradys  jumped  in  to  clear 
away.  They  had  scarcely  begun  work  when  a  woman’s 
voice  behind  the  stones  was  heard  faintly. 

“Hello,  hello !”  shouted  Harry.  “Alice  !  Is  that  you?” 

“Harry!  Save  us?”  came  the  answer. 

“Coming,”  cried  Harry.  “We  are  right  on  the  job.  It’s 
all  over  now !” 

And  it  was.  It  took  time  to  remove  the  stones,  but  the 
last  one  was  finally  thrown  aside  by  the  Bradys,  while 
Captain  Clinch  kept  the  man-trappers  covered,  a  revolver 
in  each  hand.  Alice  and  Mrs.  Woods  walked  out. 

“Well  1”  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “What’s  the  word?” 

“There  lies  our  man,  Winslow,”  replied  Alice,  pointing. 
“He  has  been  nearly  murdered  by  those  three  ruffians  who 


penned  us  in  here.  The  real  Todhunter  lies  dying  of 
poison  inside.  There  is  no  doubt  that  it  was  administered! 
by  that  man.” 

After  an  examination  into  the  state  of  affairs,  the  * 
Bradys  carried  their  prisoners  to  the  yacht.  They  w ent 
to  the  Davis  bungalow  and  Dr.  Meyers  was  brought  over 
to  the  real  Todhunter,  who  was  taken  to  the  bungalow 
three  davs  later,  the  earliest  time  he  could  be  removed. 

The  three  prisoners  were  taken  by  the  Bradys  to  Keese- 
ville  and  lodged  in  jail.  With  them  went  Mrs.  Winslow, 
and  from  her  a  full  confession  was  finally  extorted.  This 
and  Todhunter’s  own  story,  for  the  man  recovered,  made, 
all  plain.  Winslow  had  built  the  house  and  fitted  up 
everything  at  Whirlwind  Lake  with  his  friend’s  money, 
pretending  all  the  while  that  he  was  Todhunter.  When 
the  real  Todhunter  finally  came  he  was  lured  on  board  the 
yacht,  taken  to  the  island  and  kept  a  prisoner  in  the  cave. 

A  large  sum  in  gold  was  found  in  the  house.  No  doubt 
the  three  man-trappers  knew  of  this,  and  it  was  the  bait 
which  made  them  turn  on  their  chief.  Grimes  finally  con¬ 
fessed,  and  it  was  known  that  the  trio  were  responsible  for 
all  the  murders  and  abductions  at  Whirlwind  Lake. 

*  All  three  died  in  the  electric  chair  at  Clinton  prison. 

Mr.  Crosby  recovered,  and  since  that  hour  has  never 
touched  whisky.  He  subsequently  bought  the  Fish  Hawk 
and  the  Todhunter  property,  for  Mr.  Todhunter  himself 
would  never  go  near  the  place.  After  his  recovery  he  went 
abroad,  but  not  before  he  had  paid  the  Bradys  a  most  lib¬ 
eral  reward.  Sanford  Crosby  was  equally  liberal.  Cap¬ 
tain  Clinch  got  $2,000  and  Marty  Titus  the  same.  Marty 
built  a  big  bungalow  with  his  money  and  is  now  running 
a  summer  hotel.  Mrs.  Woods  continued  to  attend  on  Tod¬ 
hunter  until  his  final  recovery  and  then  she  married  him. 

The  government  tried  to  get  hold  of  some  of  Todhun¬ 
ter’s  money  to  cover  the  Winslow  defalcation,  but  the  at¬ 
tempt  proved  a  failure,  for  Mrs.  Winslow  declared  that  all 
the  stolen  money  had  been  lost  on  Wall  Street,  as  claimed. 

She  also  stated  that  the  body  palmed  off  as  her  hus¬ 
bands  had  been  purchased  of  a  Bowery  undertaker  whose 
name  she  refused  to  give,  and  that,  as  the  detectives  sup¬ 
posed,  the  man  was  merely  a  dead  tramp. 

And  thus  was  swept  away  the  last  shred  of  mystery  in 
tlie  case  of  “The  Bradys  and  the  Man-Trappers.” 
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No.  83.  HOW  TO  HYPNOTIZE. — Containing  valuable  and  in¬ 
structive  information  regarding  the  .science  of  hypnotism.  Also 
ftxplaining  the  most  approved  methods  which  are  employed  by  the 
landing  hypnotists  of  the  world.  By  Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.C.S. 


SPORTING. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The  most  complete 
hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever  published.  It  contains  full  in¬ 
structions  about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fishing, 
together  with  descriptions  of  game  and  fish. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD  A  BOAT.— Fully 
illustrated.  Every  boy  should  know  how  to  row  and  sail  a  boat. 
Full  instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE  AND  DRIVE  A  HORSE.— 
(4  complete  treatise  on  the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road ;  also  valuable  recipes  for 
diseases  peculiar  to  the  horse. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  CANOES.— A  handy 
book-  for  boys,  containing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
fend  the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them.  Fully  illustrated. 
Sly  0.  Stansfield  Hicks.  x 


FORTUNE  TELLING. 


No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AND  DREAM  BOOK.— 
(Containing  the  great  oracle  of  human  destiny ;  also  the  true  mean¬ 
ing  of  almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies, 
fend  curious  games  of  cards.  A  complete  book. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— Everybody  dreams, 
Brom  the  little  child  to  the  aged  man  and  woman.  This  little  book 
gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky 
fend  unlucky  days,  and  “Napoleon’s  Oraculum,”  the  book  of  fate. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES. — Everyone  is  desirous  of 
knowing  what  his  future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness  or 
ftaisery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little 
book.  Buy  one  and  be  convinced.  Tell  your  own  fortune.  Tell 
Che*  fortune  of  your  friends. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY  THE  HAND.— 
Containing  rules  for  telling  fortunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand, 
ftr  the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of  telling  future  events 
bj  aid  of  moles,  marks,  scars,  etc.  Illustrated.  By 'A.  Anderson. 


ATHLETIC. 

Nd.  6.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE.— Giving  full  in- 
fetruction  for  the  use  of  dumb  bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars, 
horizontal  bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing  a  good, 
healthy  muscle;  containing  over  sixty  illustrations.  Every  boy  can 
become  strong  and  healthy  by  following  the  instructions  contained 
Id  this  little  book. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX. — The  art  of  self-defense  made  easy. 
Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  dilfer- 
fent  positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of 
Iheee  us'eful  and  instructive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
without  an  instructor. 

No.  25.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST.— Containing  full 
Instructions  for  all  kinds  of  gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises, 
embracing  thirty-five  illustrations.  By  Professor  W.  Macdonald. 
14  handytand  useful  book. 

No.  34.  HOW  TO  FENCE. — Containing  full  instruction  for 
lancing  and  the  use  of  the  broadsword ;  also  instruction  in  archery. 
Described  with  twenty-one  practical  illustrations,  giving  the  best 
CBftltlonfl  in  fencing.  A  complete  book. 

'  •  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS. 

No.  M.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Containing 
Brp lunation*  of  the  general  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  applicable 
I*  card  tricks;  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring 
ftleig ht-of-hand ;  of  tricks  involving  sleight-of-hand,  or  the  use  of 
Bpftclallji  prepared  car  da.  By  Professor  Uaffner.  Illustrated. 


No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Em, 
bracing  all  of  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  il¬ 
lustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— 
Containing  deceptive  Card  Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjuror* 
and  magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement.  Fully  illustrated, 

MAGIC. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS. — The  great  book  of  magic  ani 
card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  on  all  the  leading  card  tricks1 
of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illusions  as  performed  by 
our  leading  magicians ;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book* 
as  it  will  both  amuse  and  instruct. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— Heller’s  second  sigh€ 
explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how 
the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the  magician  and  th« 
boy  on  the  stage ;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals.  The  only 
authentic  explanation  of  second  sight. 

No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN.— Containing  the 
grandest  assortment  of  magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  th« 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  over 
one  hundred  highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemical*, 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OF  HAND.— Containing  over 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  contain¬ 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson., 

No.  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— Containing  full 
directions  for  making  Magic  Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUMBERS.— Showing 
many  curious  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  JL 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJUROR.  —  Containing 
tricks  with  Dominos,  Dice,  Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART.— Containing  a  com¬ 
plete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  Hand, 
together  with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A.  Anderson. 
Illustrated. 

MECHANICAL. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR.— Every  boy 
should  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  explains  them 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  optica,, 
pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  published. 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER.— Containing  full 
instructions  how  to  proceed  in  order  to  become  a  locomotive  en¬ 
gineer;  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotive;  togetheff 
with  a  full  description  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know. 

No.  57.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. — Full 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither,  ^Eolian  Harp.  Xylo*- 
phone  and  other  musical  instruments;  together  with  a  brief "d^ 
scription  of  nearly,  every  musical  instrument  used  in  ancient  or 
modern  times.  Profusely  illustrated.  By  Algernon  S.  Fitzgerald, 
for  twenty  years  bandmaster  of  the  Royal  Bengal  Marines. 

No.  59.  HOW  TO  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN. — Containing 
a  description  of  the  lantern,  together  with  its  history  and  invention. 
Also  full  directions  for  Its  use  and  for  painting  slides.  Handsomelj 
illustrated.  By  John  Allen. 

No.  71.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS.— Containing 
complete  instructions  for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Trick* 
By  A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 


XT  „  LETTER  WRITING. 

No.  11  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS.— A  most  co®* 
plete  little  book,  containing  full  directions  for  writing  love-lettenft 
and  when  to  use  them,  giving  specimen  letters  for  voung  and  old. 

No.  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  LADIES.— Giving 
complete  instructions  for  writing  letters  to  ladiea  on  all  subject* : 
also  letters  of  introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

No.  24/ HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  GENTLEMEN.— 
Containing  full  directions  for  writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subject*} 
also  giving  sample  letters  for  instruction. 

No.  53.  IIOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS.— A  wonderful  lift* 
book,  telling  you  how  to  write  to  your  sweetheart,  your  fathet, 
mother,  sister,  brother,  employer;  and,  in  fact,  everybody  and  any¬ 
body  you  wish  to  write  to.  Every  young  man  and  e^ry  youDg 
lady  in  the  land  should  have  this  book. 

No.  74.  HOW  TO  WRITE  ’LETTERS  CORRECTL1. — 
taming  full  instructions  for  writing  letters  on  almost  any  subject » 
also  rules  for  punctuation  and  composition,  with 


THE  STAGE. 

« B0YS  0F  NEW  YORK  END  MEN’S  JOI?E 
Rt.  t.  K.  Containing  a  groat  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by>the 
most  famous  end  men.  No  amateu-c  minstrels  is  complete  without 
this  wonderful  little  book. 

No.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER.— 
Containing  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro,  Dutch 
and  Irish.  Also  end  men  s  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse¬ 
ment  and  amateur  shows. 

0f  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
AND  JOKE  BOOK.;  Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
boy  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or- 
gamzing^  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

.  No.  65.  Ml  LDOON’S  JOKES. — This  is  one  of  the  most  original 
joke  books  ever  published,  and  it, is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  humorist,  and  practical  joker  of 
the  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
obtcin  a  copy  immediately. 

No.  79.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR. — Containing  com¬ 
plete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
stage;  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter, 
Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 

No.  80.  GUS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  the  lat¬ 
est  jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
ever  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages ;  handsome 
colored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 

HOUSEKEEPING. 

No.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
full  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
or  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
flowers  at  home.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub¬ 
lished. 

No.  SO.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
on  cooking  ever  published.  -  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
fish,  game,  and  oysters ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 
cooks. 

No.  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
everybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
make  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
brackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 

ELECTRICAL.  < 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de- 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
together  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
etc.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con¬ 
taining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction! 
coils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
Ev  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
large  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.— By  Harry 
Kennedy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
this  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi¬ 
tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
art,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
greatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it.  v 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
very  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
of  games,  sports,'  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
for  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
money  than  any  book  published.  1 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES. — A  complete  and  useful  little 
book,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc.  _  ^ 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS. — Containing  all 
the  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
and  witty  sayings.  .  . . 

No.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS. — A  complete  and  handy  little 
book,  giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
bage.  Casino,  Forty-Five,  Rounce,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw/  Poker, 
Auction  Pitch.  All  Fours,  and  unany  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES. — Containing  over  three  hun¬ 
dred  interesting  puzzles  and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A 
complete  book.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ETIQUETTE. 

No.  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT ;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE.— It 
U  a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 
all  about.  There’s  happiness  in  it. 

No.  33.  HOW  TO  BEHAVE— Containing  the  rules  and  etiquette 
of  good  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods  of  ap¬ 
pearing  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church,  and 
in  the  drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 

No.  27.  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS. 

_ Containing  the  most  popular  selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch 

dialect,  French  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 
with  many  standard  readings. 


No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER.— Containing  four¬ 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  becom# 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  from 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  moat 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible.  • 

No.  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules  for  conducting  da- 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  th©  beat 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  art 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  .con¬ 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  ia 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  happy 
without  one. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsoma 
little,  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey..  It  contains  full  instruc¬ 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball-room  and  at  parties, 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  cdlling  off  in  all  popular  squara 
dances 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to  lova, 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquetta 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  gen¬ 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in  tha 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  tha 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of  tha 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world. 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  and 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  book 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 

BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Handsomely  illustrated  and 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  tha 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  AND 
RABBITS. — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illus¬ 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  hinti 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  ‘  rats,  squirrels  and  birds. 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harringto® 
Keene 

No.  *  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  ANJ>  ANIMALS.— A 
yaluable  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  com¬ 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping, 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets ;  also  giving  full 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-eight 
illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  and  in¬ 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  ^treatise  on  chemistry;  also  ex¬ 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry,  and  di¬ 
rections  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires,  and  gas  balloons.  Thi# 
book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A  complete  hand-book  fog 
making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice-cream,  syrups,,  essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  84.  -HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  AUTHOR.— Containing  Tull 
information  regarding  choice  of  subjects,  the  use  of  words  and  the 
manner  of  preparing  and  submitting  manuscript.  Also  containing 
valuable  information  as  to  the  neatness,  legibility  and  general  com¬ 
position  of  manuscript,  essential  to  a  successful  author.  By  Prince 
Hi  land  *> 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A  won¬ 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical;- information  in  th# 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  every 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  com¬ 
plaints. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS.— Con¬ 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Brady* 
the  world-known  detective.  In  which  he  lays  down  spme  valuabl# 
and  sensible  rules  xfor  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventures 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER.— Contain¬ 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it; 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  other 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De  W. 
Abney. 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MILITARY 
CADET. — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  admittance, 
qourse  of  Study,  Examinations,  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Post 
Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  boy  .should 
know  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author 
of  “How  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADET. — Complete  in¬ 
structions  of  how  to  gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Naval 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruction,  description 
of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  bov 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  United  States  Navy  Gon^ 
piled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author  of  “How  to  Bea 
West  Point  Military  Cadet.” 
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WILD  WEST  WEEKLY 

A  Magazine  Containing  Stories,  Sketches,  etc.,  of  Western  Life. 


32  PAGES 


PRICE  5  CENTS. 


32  PAGES. 


EACH  NUMBER  IN  A  HANDSOME  COLORED  COVER. 

All  of  these  exciting  stories  are  founded  on  facts.  Young  Wild  West  is  a  hero  with  whom  the  author  was  acquainted. 
His  daring  deeds  and  thrilling  adventures  have  never  been  surpassed.  They  form  the  base  of  the  most  dashing  stones 
ever  published.  Read  the  following  numbers  of  this  most  interesting  magazine  and  be  convinced: 


LATEST  ISSUES : 

176  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Magic  Mine;  or,  How  Arietta  Solved 

&  Mystery. 

177  Young  Wild  West  as  a  Cavalry  Scout ;  or,  Saving  the  Settler*. 

178  Young  Wild  West  Beating  the  Bandits ;  or,  Arietta’s  Best  Shot. 

179  Young  Wild  West  and  “Crazy  Hawk”  ;  or,  The  liedskins’  Last 

Raid.  .  ,  _  «  . 

180  Young  Wild  West  Chasing  the  Cowboys ;  or,  Arietta  the  Lariat 

Queen. 

181  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Treacherous  Trapper  ;  or,  Lost  in  the 

Great  North  Woods.  .  ,  .. 

182  Young  Wild  West's  Dash  to  Deadwood ;  or,  Arietta  and  the 

Kidnappers. 

183  Young  Wild  West’s  Silver  Scoop;  or,  Cleaning  Up  a  Hundred 

Thousand. 

184  Young  W’ild  W’est  and  the  Oregon  Outlaws;  or,  Arietta  as  a 

"Judge.” 

185  Young  Wild  West  and  “Mexican  Matt”  ;  or,  Routing  the  Rawhide 

Rangers. 

186  Young  Wild  West  arid  the  Comanche  Queen;  or.  Arietta  as  an 

Archer. 

187  Young  W’ild  W’est  and  the  “Gold  Ring”  ;  or,  The  Flashy  Five  of 

Four  Flush.  . 

188  Young  Wild  West’s  Double  Rescue ;  or,  Arietta's  Rrice  With 

Death. 

189  Young  W’ild  W’est  and  the  Texas  Rangers  ;  or,  Crooked  Work  on 

the  Rio  Grande. 

190  Young  W’ild  W’est's  Branding  Bee ;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Cow 

Punchers. 

191  Young  W7ild  W’est  and  His  Partners’  Pile,  and  How  Arietta 

Saved  it. 

192  Young  Wild  W’est  at  Diamond  Dip ;  or,  Arietta's  Secret  Foe. 

193  Young  Wild  West’s  Buckhorn  Bowie,  and  How  It  Saved  His 

Partners. 

194  Young  Wild  West  in  the  Haunted  Hills ;  or,  Arietta  arid  the  Aztec 

Arrow. 

195  Young  Wild  West’s  Cowboy  Dance ;  or,  Arietta’s  Annoying  Ad¬ 

mirer. 

196  Young  Wild  W’est’s  Double  Shot ;  or,  Cheyenne  Charlie’s  Life 

Line. 

197  Young  Wild  WTest  at  Gold  Gorge ;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Drop  of 

Death. 

198  Young  Wild  W’est  and  the  Gulf  Gang ;  or.  Arietta’s  Three  Shots. 

199  Young  W’ild  West's  Treasure  Trove  ;  or,  The  W’onderful  Luck  of 

the  Girls. 

200  Young  Wild  West’s  Leap  in  the  Dark  ;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Under¬ 

ground  Stream. 

201  Young  Wild  W’est  and  the  Silver  Queen ;  or,  The  Fate  of  the 

Mystic  Ten. 

202  Young  Wild  W’est  Striking  it  Rich  ;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Cave  of 

Gold. 

203  Young  Wild  West’s  Relay  Race ;  or,  The  Fight  at  Fort  Feather. 

204  Young  Wild  W’est  and  the  “Crooked  Cowboys”  ;  or,  Arietta  and  the 

Cattle  Stampede. 

205  Young  W’ild  West  at  Sizzling  Fork;  or,  A  Hot  Time  With  the 

Claim  Jumpers. 

206  Young  Wild  W’est  and  "Big  Buffalo”  ;  or,  Arietta  at  the  Stake. 


207  Young  W’ild  West  Raiding  the  Raiders;  or,  The  Vengeance  of  the 

Vigilants.  _ 

208  Young  W’ild  W’est’s  Royal  Flush  ;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Gamblers. 

209  Young  W’ild  West  and  the  Prairie  Pirates  ;  or,  The  Fight  for  the 

Box  of  Gold. 

210  Young  W  ild  W’est  Daring  Death  ;  or.  How  the  Sorrel  Saved  Ari¬ 

etta. 

211  Young  Wild  West  Corraling  the  Comanches  ;  or,  Arietta  and  the 

Silver  Tomahawk. 

212  Young  Wild  W’est  at  Spangle  Springs  ;  or,  The  Toughest  Town  in 

Tcxfl-S 

213  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Renegade  Ranchman  ;  or,  Arietta  in  a 

Trap. 

214  Young  Wild  West’s  Gold  Dust  Drift ;  or,  Losing  a  Cool  Million. 

215  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Overland  Outlaws  ;  or,  Arietta’s  Death 

Charm. 

216  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Ace  of  Clubs ;  or,  A  Human  Pack  of 

Cards. 

217  Young  Wild  West  at  Death  Valley  ;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Cliff  of 

Gold. 

218  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Bowie  Band  :  or,  A  Hot  Hunt  in  the 

Horse  Hills. 

219  Young  W’ild  W’est  and  the  Apache  Princess';  or,  Arietta’s  Fierce 

Foe. 

220  Young  Wild  West’s  Bucking  Bronchos ;  or.  The  Picnic  at  Panther 

Pass. 

221  Young  Wild  West’s  Cowboy  Charm  ;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Border 

Bandits. 

222  Young  Wild  W’est’s  Lucky  Lode ;  or,  Making  a  Thousand  Dol¬ 

lars  a  Minute. 

223  Young  Wild  W’est  and  the  California  Coiners  :  or.  Arietta  at  Bay. 

224  Young  Wild  West  Raking  in  Riches  ;  or.  Arietta's  Great  Pan-Out. 

225  Young  W’ild  W’est  Marked  for  Death  ;  or,  A  Tough  Time  at  Tomb¬ 

stone. 

226  Young  Wild  W’est  Trailing  a  Traitor ;  or.  Arietta's  Triple  Danger. 

227  Young  W’ild  W’est’s  Clever  Cowboys ;  or,  The  Rough  Riders  of  the 

Ranch. 

228  Y’oung  W’ild  W’est  and  Geronimo ;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Apache 

Attack 

229  Young  Wild  W’est  Standing  Pat ;  or,  Cheyenne  Charlie's  Cali. 

230  Y’oung  Wild  W’est  Hemmed  In  ;  or,  Arietta's  Last  Shot. 

231  Young  Wild  W’est  on  a  Twisted  Trail ;  or,  Arietta's  Running 

Fight. 

232  Young  Wild  W’est  arid  the  Gila  Girl ;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Outlaw 

Queen.  7 

233  Young  Wild  West’s  Raid  in  the  Rockies;  or.  Grilling  the  Gulch  Gang. 

234  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Colorado  Cowpunchers;  or.  Arietta  and  the 

Dead  Line. 

235  Young  Wild  West  and  “Slippery  Simon”;  or.  Trailing  an  Outlaw  King. 
2  36  Young  Wild  W’est  Saving  the  Soldiers;  or.  Arietta’s  Great  Ride. 

237  Young  Wild  West’s  Cowboy  Camp;  or,  The  Trail  that  Led  to  a  Trap. 

2  38  Young  W’ild  West’s  Straight  Shot  :  or,  Arietta  and  the  Train  W’reckers. 

239  Young  W’ild  West  after  the  Arapahoes;  or,  the  Outbreak  on  the  Reser¬ 

vation. 

240  Young  Wild  West  Beating  the  Boomers;  or.  How  Arietta  Exposed  a 

Fraud. 
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_  “  “  WILD  WEST  WEEKLY,  Nos . 7.7.  .  .  .  .. 
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OLD  AND  YOUNG  KING  BRADY, 


RV  ICE 

DETECTIVES. 


PRICE  5  CTS.  32  PAGES.  COLORED  COVERS.  ISSUED  WEEKLY 

405  The  Bradys  and  the  Gold  Miners ;  or,  W  orklng  a  W  ild  \\  est 


mguoinuers. 

173  The  Bradys  and  the  Mine  Fakirs  ;  or,  Doing  a  Turn  in  Tombstone. 
!7  4  The  Bradys  in  Canada;  or,  Hunting  a  \V  all  Street  •‘Wonder. 

175  The  Bradys  and  the  Highbinders'  League;  or,  Ihe  1  lot  to  Bum 


LATEST  ISSUES: 

371  The  Bradys  and  the  Seven  Students ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Medical 

College.  , 

372  The  Bradys  and  Governor  Gum ;  or,  Hunting  the  King  of  the 
Highbinders 

3 
3 
3 

Chinatown.  .  T>  ,  „ 

376  The  Bradys'  Lost  Claim  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  Kill  Buck  canyon 

377  The  Bradys  and  the  Broker's  Double;  or,  Trapping  a  Wall  Street 

Trickster. 

378  The  Bradys  at  Hudson’s  Bay  ;  or,  The  Search  for  a  Lost  Explorer. 

379  The  Bradys  and  the  Kansas  •,Come-Ous”  ;  or,  Hot  Work  on  a 

Green  Goods  Case.  ,  ,,  .  . 

380  The  Bradys’  Ten-Trunk  Mystery ;  or,  W’orking  for  the  W  abasn 

Road. 

381  The  Bradys  and  Dr.  Ding;  or,  Dealing  WTith  a  Chinese  Magician. 

382  The  Bradys  and  “Old  King  Copper"  ;  or,  Probing  a  W  all  Street 

Mystery.  _  ^  , 

383  The  Bradys  and  the  “Twenty  Terrors”  ;  or,  After  the  Grasshopper 

Gfirig 

884  The  Bradys  and  Towerman  “10”  ;  or,  The  Fate  of  the  Comet 
Flyer. 

385  The  Bradys  and  Judge  Jump  ;  or,  The  “Badman”  From  Up  the 
River. 

886  The  Bradys  and  Prince  Ili-Ti-Li  ;  or,  The  Trail  of  the  Fanir  of 
’Frisco. 

387  The  Bradys  and  “Badman  Bill”  ;  or,  Hunting  the  Hermit  of 

Hangtown. 

388  The  Bradys  and  “Old  Man  Money”  ;  or,  Hustling  for  W'all  Street 

Millions. 

389  The  Bradys  and  the  Green  Lady  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Mad¬ 

house. 

390  The  Bradys’  Stock  Yards  Mystery ;  or,  A  Queer  Case  from  Chi¬ 

cago. 

391  The  Bradys  and  the  ’Frisco  Fire  Fiends ;  or,  Working  for  Earth¬ 

quake  Millions. 

392  The  Bradys’  Race  W’ith  Death  ;  or,  Dealings  WTith  Dr.  Duval. 

393  The  Bradys  and  Dr.  Sam-Suey-Soy  ;  or,  Hot  Work  on  a  Chinese 

Clew. 

394  The  Bradys  and  “Blackfoot  Bill”  ;  or,  The  Trail  of  the  Tonopah 

Terror. 

395  The  Bradys  and  the  “Lamb  League”  ;  or,  After  the  Five  Fakirs 

of  W'all  Street. 

396  The  Bradys’  Black  Hand  Mystery  ;  or,  Running  Down  the  Coai 

Mine  Gang. 

397  The  Bradys  and  the  “King  of  Clubs”  ;  or,  The  Clew  Found  on  the 

Corner. 

398  The  Bradys  and  the  Chinese  Banker ;  or,  Fighting  for  Dupont 

Street  Diamonds. 

399  The  Bradys  and  the  Bond  Forgers ;  or,  A  Dark  W'all  Street  Mys¬ 

tery. 

400  The  Bradys’  Mexican  Trail  ;  or.  Chasing  the  “King  of  the  Mesa.” 

401  The  Bradys  and  the  Demon  Doctor  ;  or,  The  House  of  Many  Mys¬ 

teries. 

402  The  Bradys  and  “Joss  House  Jim”  ;  or,  Trailing  a  Chinese  Opium 

Gang. 

403  The  Bradys  and  the  Girl  in  Blue ;  or,  After  the  Maiden  Lane 

Diamonds. 

404  The  Bradys  Among  the  “Hill  Billies”  ;  or,  A  Case  From  Old 

Kentucky. 


406  The^Bradys’  Mysterious  Shadow  ;  or,  The  Secret  of  the  Old  Stone 

407  The^Bradys  and  "Mustang  Joe”  ;  or,  The  Rustlers  of  Rattlesnake 

Run.  ,  _ 

408  The  Bradys’  Snapshot  Clew  ;  or,  Traced  by  the  Camera. 

409  The  Bradys  and  the  Hip  Sing  Tong;  or,  Hot  Work  on  a  High¬ 

binder  Case.  „  ^  .  ,,  T  t 

410  The  Bradys  and  “Mr.  Mormon";  or,  Secret  Work  in  Salt  Lake 

City. 

411  The  Bradys  and  the  Cellar  of  Death  ;  or,  Ferreting  out  the  Bos¬ 

ton  Crooks.  ^  , 

412  The  Bradys'  Lake  Front  Mystery  ;  or,  A  Queer  Case  from  Chi¬ 

cago. 

413  The  Bradys  and  the  Dumb  Millionaire ;  or,  The  Latest  Wall 

Street  Lamb. 

414  The  Bradys'  Gold  Field  Game  ;  or,  Rounding  up  the  Nevada  Mine 

Brokers. 

415  The  Bradys  and  Dr.  Hop  Low  ;  or,  The  Deepest  Mott  Street  Mys¬ 

tery. 

416  The  Bradys  and  the  Beaumont  Oil  King ;  or,  Three  “Bad”  Men 

from  Texas. 

417  The  Bradys  and  the  Prince  of  Persia ;  or.  After  the  Tuxedo 

Crooks. 

418  The  Bradys  and  Captain  Darke ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  China 

Liner. 

419  The  Bradys  and  the  Canton  Prince;  or,  W'orking  for  the  Chinese 

Minister. 

420  The  Bradys  and  “Diamond  Don”  ;  or.  The  Gem  Smugglers  of 

the  “Arctic.” 

421  The  Bradys  and  Banker  Banks ;  or,  Caught  on  a  W'all  Street 

Clew. 

422  The  Bradys  in  Little  ’Frisco ;  or.  The  Case  of  Ting  Long  Lee. 

423  The  Bradys  and  the  Check  Raisers;  or,  After  a  W'all  Street  Gang. 

424  The  Bradys  and  the  Bad  Land  Bears  ;  or,  The  Bone  Hunters  of 

South  Dakota. 

425  The  Bradys  and  the  Car  Crooks  ;  or,  W'orking  for  the  Frisco  Line. 

426  The  Bradys  and  the  “Queen  of  the  W'est”  ;  or.  Trailing  the  Ari¬ 

zona  Gem  Thieves.  • 

427  The  Bradys  and  the  W7all  Street  Money  Fakirs ;  or,  The  Mys¬ 

terious  Mr.  Mix. 

428  The  Bradys  and  the  Chink  Smugglers ;  or,  The  Hurry  Call  to 

Canada. 

429  The  Bradys  and  Kid  Joaquin  ;  or,  The  Greasers  of  Robbers’  Can¬ 

yon. 

430  The  Bradys  and  Gump  High  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Ruined 

Joss  House. 

431  The  Bradys  and  the  River  Pirates ;  or,  After  the  Dock  Rats' 

Gang. 

432  The  Bradys  and  the  Silent  Five ;  or,  The  Secrets  of  Shadvside 

Hall. 

433  The  Bradys  and  the  Opium  King ;  or,  Braving  the  Perils  of  Peli 

Street. 

434  The  Bradys’  Bleeeker  Street  Mystery ;  or,  The  House  With  a 

Hundred  Doors. 

435  The  Bradys  Among  the  Frisco  Gold  Thieves;  or,  The  Black  Band 

of  Old  Dupont  Street. 

436  The  Bradys  and  the  Doctor's  Death  League  ;  or.  The  Mystery  of 

the  Boy  in  Red. 

437  The  Bradys  and  the  Man  Trappers  ;  or.  Hot  Times  on  Whirlwind 

Lake. 

438  The  Bradys  and  the  House  of  Skulls ;  or,  The  Strange  Man  of 

Five  Points. 


For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  5  cents  per  copy,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  by 
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